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GEORGE  the  Second,  by  the  Grace  of  God,  King  of  Great 
Britain,  Trance,  and  Ireland,  Defender  of  the  Faith,  &c.  To 
all,  to  whom  thefe  Prcfents  fhall  come,  Greeting:  Whereas 
our  trufty  and  well-beloved  William  Thomfon,  of  our  City  of  London 
Gent,  hath  by  his  Petiiion  humbly  reprefented  unto  us,  That  he  ha- 
ving, with  great  Labour  and  Expence,  collected  and  compofed  feve- 
ral  Works  of  Vocal  and  Inftrumental  Mufick,  in  order  to  be  prin- 
ted and  publifhed,  entituled,  Orpheus  Caledonius,  in  two  Volumes 
in  Ociavo,  has  humbly  befought  Us  to  grant  him  Our  Royal  Pri- 
vilege and  Licence  for  the  fole  printing  and  publifhing  thereof  for  the 
Term  of  Fourteen  Years,  according  to  the  Statute  in  that  behalf 
made  and  provided  :  We,  being  willing  to  give  all  due  Encouragement 
to  this  his  Undertaking,  are  gracioufly  pleafed  to  condefcend  to  his 
Requeft;  and  do  therefore  by  thefe  Prefents,  fo  far  as  may  be  agree- 
able to  the  Statutes  in  that  behal-f  made  and  provided,  for  Us,  Our 
Heirs  and  Succeflbrs,  grant  unto  him  the  faid  William  Thomfon,  his 
Executors,  Adminiftrators  and  ArTigns,  Our  Royal  Licence,  for  the 
ible  printing  and  publifliing  the  faid  Works  for  the  Term  of  Fourteen 
Years,  to  be  computed  from  the  Date  hereof  ftriftly  forbidding  all 
Our  Subjects  within  Our  Kingdoms  and  Dominions,  to  reprint  or  a- 
bridge  the  fame,  either  in  the  like,  or  any  other  Volume  or  Volumes 
whatfoever,  or  to  import,  buy,  vend,  utter,  or  diftribute  any  Copies 
thereof,  reprinted  beyond  the  Seas,  during  the  aforefaid  Term  of 
Fourteen  Years,  without  the  Content,  or  Approbation  of  the  faid 
IVilliam  Thomfon,  his  Heirs,  Executors  and  Affigns,  under  their 
Hands  and  Seals  firft  had  and  obtained,  as  they  will  anfwer  the  con* 
trary  at  their  Perils :  whereof  the  Com miflioners  and  other  Officers  of 
Our  Cuitoms,  the  Mafter,  Warden  and  Company  of  Stationers,  are 
to  take  notice,  that  due  Obedience  may  be  rendred  to  Our  Pleafure 
herein  declared.  Given  at  our  Court  at  St.  James's,  the  eleventh 
Pay  of  May,  1733.  in  the  fixthYear  of  Our  Reign. 

By  His  Majefty's  Command, 


HARRINGTON, 


O  N 

Mr.  THOMSON'* 


Orpheus  Caledonius. 

OU  Beaus  and  Belles  Co  fine  and  fair, 
Here  learn  to  love,  and  be  finccre  j 
True  Pafiion  Nature  0 ill  imparts, 
Nor  values  Bodies  without  Hearts  ; 
Youfaifiy  vow,  and  whine,  and  figh, 
And  make  no  Confcicnce  of  a  Lye  j 
Oh  !  How  can  Beaus  fair  Belles  deceive  > 
Or  why  will  Belles  fine  Beaus  believe  ? 

Love's  brighteft  Flames  warm  Scottish  Lads, 
Tho'  coolly  clad  in  High-land  Plads ; 
They  (corn  Brocade,  who  like  theLafs, 
Nor  need  a  Carpet,  if  there's  Grafs ; 
With  Pipe  and  Glee  cachHiil  refounds, 
And  Love  that  gives,  can  heal  their  Wounds. 
The  bonny  Lafs  ofVcztic's  Mill 
Shews  Wit's  a  Fool,  when  Nature  will  5 
Who  pities  not  the  Swain's  Defpair, 
That  hears,  The Bufh  a  boonTraquair : 
Or  him  that  loves,  yet  cannot  fay, 
If  Beffy  Bell}  or  Mary  Gray  ? 

Thus 


Thus  merrily  they  court  the  Fair, 
And  love  and  fing  in  Northern  Air  j 
Thus  the  gay  Warblers  of  the  Spring 
From  Spray  to  Spray  do  hop  and  fmg 
Kind  Nature  fills  their  little  Throats, 
With  fwcet  and  unaffe&ed  Notes  > 
Their  flutt'ring  Wings  to  Love  fhe  prunes, 
Their  Voices  wild  to  Love  fhe  tunes  ; 
And  all  the  Cares  they  ever  prove, 
Is  Life,  half  Harmony,  half  Love. 


TO  THE 


QUEEN. 


VOUR  Majefty  having 
gracioufly  heard  fome  of 
the  following  Songs,  encou- 
raged me  to  refolve  on  pub- 
lishing 


MADAM, 


DEDICATION 


lifting  them ;  and  makes  me 
now  prefume  to  lay  them  at 
Your  Majefty's  Feet;  which 
I  do  with  all  Duty  and  Re- 
fpecl 


MADAM, 


Your  Majefty's 
Moft  Obedient 

and  moft  Devoted 

Humble  Servant* 


William  Thomfon. 
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Orpheus  Caledonius, 


V  O  L.  L 


I. 

The  Lafs  <?/Peaty's  Mill 

H  E  Lafs  of  Teat/s  Mill, 
So  bonny,  biyth  and  gay, 
In  fpight  of  all  my  skill, 
Hath  ftole  my  Heart  away* 
When  tedding  ®f  the  Hay 
Bare-headed  on  the  Green, 
Love  'midft  her  Locks  did  play, 
And  wanton'd  in  her  Een. 

Her  Arms,  white,  round  and  fmooth, 
Breads  riftng  in  their  Dawn, 
Vol.  I.  B  To 


2         Orpheus  Caledonius. 

To  Age  it  would  give  Youth, 
To  prefs  'cm  with  his  Hand. 
Thro'  all  my  Spirits  ran 
An  Extafy  of  Blifs, 
When  I  fuch  Sweetnefs  fand 
Wrapt  in  a  balmy  Kifs. 

Without  the  help  of  Art, 
Like  Flowers  which  grace  the  Wild, 
She  did  her  Sweets  impart, 
When  e'er  fhefpoke  or  fmil'd. 
Her  Looks  they  were  fo  mild, 
Free  from  affefted  Pride, 
She  me  to  Love  beguii'd, 
I  wifh'd  her  for  my  Bride. 

O  had  I  all  that  Wealth 
Hofitouris  high  Mountains  fill, 
Infur'd  long  Life  and  Health, 
And  Pleafures  at  my  will  ; 
I'd  promife  and  fulfill, 
That  none  but  bonny  fhe, 
The  LafsofP^/s  Mill, 
ShouM  fhare  the  fame  wi'  me, 
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II. 

BeIFy  Bell  and  Mary  Gray. 
Beffy  Bell  and  Mary  Gray, 


They  are  twa  bonny  Laffes, 
They  bigg  d  a  Bower  on  yon  Burn-brae, 

And  theek'd  it  o'er  wi'  rafhes. 
Fair  Beffy  Bdl  I  loo'd  yeftreen, 

And  thought  I  ne'er  cou'd  alter ; 
But  Mary  Grafs  twa  pawky  Een, 
They  gar  my  Fancy  falter. 

Now  Bejfy's  Hair's  like  a  Lint-tap  5 

She  fmiles  like  a  May  Morning, 
When  Thoekis  ftarts  frae  Thetis  Lap, 

The  Hills  with  Rays  adorning  : 
White  is  her  Neck,  faft  is  her  Hand, 

Her  Wafte  and  Feet's  fu'  genty  ; 
With  ilka  Grace  fhecan  command  ; 

Her  Lips,  O  wow  !  they're  dainty. 

And  Marys  Locks  are  like  the  Craw, 
Her  Een  like  Diamonds  glances  } 

She's  ay  fae  clean,  redd  up  and  braw, 
She  kills  whene'er  {he  dances  : 
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Blythas  a  Kid,  with  Wit  at  will, 
She  blooming  tight  and  tall  is  ; 

And  guides  her  Airs  facgraccfu'  flill, 
O  Jove  I  flies  like  thy  T  alias. 

DcztBeff)  Bell  and  Mary  Gray, 

Ye  unco  fair  opprefs  us  5 
Our  Fancies  jee  between  you  twa 

Ye  are  fie  bonny  Lafles  ; 
Wae's  me  !  for  baith  I  canna  get, 

Toane  by  Law  we're  Itemed  3 
Then  Til  draw  Cuts,  and  take  my  Fate, 

And  be  with  anc  contented. 
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III. 

"The  Bufh  aboon  Traquair. 

HEar  me,  ye  Nymphs,  and  every  Swain, 
Pll  tell  how  Teggy  grieves  me, 
Tho*  thus  I  languifh,  thus  complain, 

Alas !  {he  ne'er  believes  me. 
My  Vows  and  Sighs,  like  ftlent  Air, 

Unheeded  never  move  her; 
At  the  bonny  Bufh  aboon  Traquair, 
Twas  there  I  firft  did  love  her. 

That  Day  fhe  fmil'd,  and  made  me  glad, 

No  Maid  feem'd  ever  kinder  5 
I  thought  my  felf  the  luckieft  Lad, 

So  fweetly  there  to  find  heir. 
I  try'd  to  footh  my  am'rous  Flame, 

In  Words  that  I  thought  tender  5 
If  more  there  pafs'd,  I'm  not  to  blame, 

I  meant  not  to  offend  her. 

Yet  now  flie  fcornful  flies  the  Plain, 

The  Fields  we  then  frequented  5 
If  e'er  we  meet,  flic  fliews  difdain, 

She  looks  as  ne'er  acquainted. 

The 


6        Orpheus  Caledonius, 

The  bonny  Bufh  bloo'm'd  fair  in  May. 

Its  Sweets  I'll  ay  remember  > 
But  now  her  Frowns  make  it  decay, 

It  fades  as  in  ^December. 

■Ye  rural  Powers,  who  hear  my  Strains, 

Why  thus  fhould  Teggy  grieve  me  ? 
Oh !  make  her  Partner  in  my  Pains, 

Then  let  her  Smiles  relieve  me. 
If  not,  my:Love  will  turn  Defpair, 

My  Pafiion  no  more  tender, 
I'll  leave  the  Bufhaboon  Traquair, 

To  lonely  Wilds  I'll  wander. 
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IV. 


7%row  the  Wood  Ladie. 


S  early  I  walk'd,  on  the  firft  of  fweet  Mayy 


Beneath  a  fteep  Mountain, 
I  heard  a  fweet  Flute  foft  Melody  play, 
Whilft  Echo  refounded  the  dolorous  Lay. 
I  lift'ned  and  look'd,  and  fpy'd  a  young  Swain, 

With  Afpeft  diftreffed, 

And  Spirits  opprefled, 
SeemM  clearing  afrefh,  as  the  Sky  after  Rain, 
And  thushedifcovcr'd  how  he  ftrove  with  his  Pain, 

Tho'  Cloris  be  coy,  why  fhou'd  I  repine, 

That  a  Nymph  much  above  me, 

Vouchfafes  not  to  love  me, 
In  her  Rank  of  Merit  I  never  can  fhine  $ 
Then  why  (houldl  feek  to  debafe  her  to  mine: 
No,  henceforth  Efteem  fhall  bridle  Defire, 

And  in  due  Subje&ion, 

Retain  warm  Affe&ion  $ 
No  Spark  of  Self-love  fhall  blaze  in  my  Fire, 
Then  where  is  the  Swain  can  more  humbly  admire; 


WhenPaffion  fhall  ceafe  to  rage  in  my  Bread, 
Then  quiet  returning, 


Befide  a  clear  Fountain, 


Shall  hulh  all  my  Mourning  : 
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And  Lord  of  myfelf,  in  abfolute  reft, 

I'll  hug  the  Condition  that  Heaven  thinks  beft. 

Thus  Friendftvp  unmixt,  and  wholly  refin'd, 

May  yet  be  refpe&ed, 

Tho'Love  is  rcjc&ed  : 
And  Cloris  muft  own,  tho'  fhe  ftill  proves  unkind, 
That  there  is  no  fuch  Friend  as  a  Lover  refign'd. 

Mdy  the  fortunate  Swain,  who  hereafter  fhall  fue, 

With  happy  Endeavour, 

To  gain  her  dear  Favour, 
Know  as  well  as  I,  what  to  Cloris  is  due, 
Be  ftill  more  deferving  and  never  lefs  true. 
Whilft  I  difingag'd  from  Wiflies  and  Fears, 

Tranquillity  tafting, 

On  Liberty  feafting, 
In  hopes  of  fureBlifs  fhall  pafs  my  few  Years, 
And  long  to  efcape  from  this  Valley  of  Tears. 

Ye  Powers  that  prefide  over  virtuous  Love, 

Now  aid  me  With  Patience, 

To  bear  my  Vexations, 
With  noble  Defigns  my  winged  Heart  move*- 
With  Sentiments  pureft  my  Notions  improve. 
If  e'er  my  young  Heart  be  caught  in  Love's  Chain, 

May  Prudence  direft  me, 

And  Courage  proted  me, 
Prepared  for  all  Fates,  rememb  ring  the  Swain, 
That  grew  happily  wile,  after  loving  in  vain. 
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V. 

Bleft  as  the  Immortal  Gods. 


Left  as  th'Immortal  Gods  is  he,  1 
1  The  Youth  who  fondly  fits  by  thee* 


And  hears  and  fees  thee  all  the  while, 
Softly  fpeak  and  fwectly  fmile. 
'Twas  this  depriv'd  my  Soul  of  Reft, 
And  raisd  fuch  Tumults  in  my  Breaft  5 
For  while  I  gaz'd,  in  Tranfport  toft, 
My  Breath  was  gone,  my  Voice  was  lofh 

My  Bofom  glow'd,  the  fubtile  Flame 
Ran  quick  through  all  my  vital  Frame,* 
O'ermy  dim  Eyes  a  Darknefs  hung, 
My  Ears  with  hollow  Murmurs  rung  5 
In  dewy  Damps  my  Limbs  were  chill'd, 
My  Blood  with  gentle  Horrors  thrill'd; 
My  feeble  Pulfe  forgot  to  play, 
I  fainted,  funk,  and  died  away. 
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VI. 

The  lajl  time  I  came  oer  the  Moor. 

TH  E  laft  time  I  came  o'er  the  Moor, 
I  left  my  Love  behind  me  ; 
Ye  Powers  J  what  Pain  do  I  endure, 

When  foft  Ideas  mind  me  ? 
Soon  as  the  ruddy  Morn  difplay'd 

The  beaming  Day  enfuing, 
I  met  betimes  my  lovely  Maid, 
In  fit  Retreats  for  wooing. 

Beneath  the  cooling  Shade  we  lay, 

Gazing  and  chaftly  (porting ; 
We  kifs'd  and  promisd  time  away, 

Till  Night  fpread  her  black  Curtain. 
I  pity'd  all  beneath  the  Skies, 

Evn Kings  when  fhe  was  nigh mc  > 
In  Raptures  I  beheld  her  Eyes, 

Which  could  but  ill  deny  me. 

Shou'd  I  be  caird  where  Cannons  roar, 
Where  mortal  Steel  may  wound  me  5 
Or  caft  upon  fome  foreign  Shore, 

Where  Dangers  may  furround  me  ; 
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Yet  Hopes  agam  to  fee  my  Love, 

To  feaft  on  glowing  Rifles, 
Shall  make  my  Cares  at  diftance  move, 

In  profped  of  fuch  BliiTes. 

In  all  my  Soul  there's  not  one  Place, 

To  let  a  Rival  enter  : 
Since  fhe  excels  in  every  Grace, 

In  her  my  Love  fhall  center. 
The  Sea  fhall  fooner  ceafe  to  flow, 

Its  Waves  the  Alps  fhall  cover, 
On  Greenland  Ice  (hall  Rofes  grow, 

Before  I  ceafe  to  love  her. 

The  next  time  I  go  o'er  the  Moor, 

She  (hall  a  Lover  find  me ; 
And  that  my  Faith  is  firm  and  pure, 

Tho'  I  left  her  behind  me ; 
Then  Hymen's  facred  Bonds  fhall  chain, 

My  Heart  to  her  fair  Bofom, 
And  while  my  Being  does  remain, 

My  Love  more  frefh  fhall  bloifom. 
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VII. 

'The  Yellow-hair  4  Laddie. 

IN  ApriU  when  Primrofes  paint  the  fweet  Plain, 
And  Summer  approaching  rejoiceth  the  Swain  3 
The  Tellqw-haird  Laddie  would  oftentimes  go 
To  Wilds  and  deep  Glens,  where  the  Hawthorn- 
trees  grow. 

There,  under  the  Shade  of  an  old  facred  Thorn, 
With  Freedom  he  fung  his  Loves  Evning  and  Morn: 
He  fang  with  fo  faft  and  inchanting  a  Sound, 
That  Silvans  and  Fairies  unfeen  danc/d  around. 

The  Shepherd  thus  fung,  Tho'  yoxiv\«Maya  be  fair, 
Her  Beauty  is  dafh'd  with  a  fcornfu'  proud  Air  5 
But  Sujie  was  handfome,  and  fweetly  could  fing, 
Her  Breath  like  the  Breezes  perfum'd  in  the  Spring. 

That  Madie'm  all  the  gay  Bloom  of  her  Youth, 
Like  the  Moon  v/as  unconftant,  and  never  fpoke 
Truth: 

But  Sujie  was  faithful,  good-humourd  and  free, 
And  fair  as  the  Goddcfs  who  fprung  from  the  Sea. 

That 
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That  Mamma's  fine  Daughter,  with  all  her  great 
Dow'r, 

Was  aukwardly  airy,  and  frequently  fow'r  : 
Then,  flghing,  he  wifhed,  would  Parents  agree, 
Jhc  witty  fweet  Sujie  his  ]\4iftreis  might  be. 
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VIII. 

The  bonny  SCOT. 

To  the  Tunc  of,  The  Boat-Man. 

YE  Gales,  that  gently  wave  the  Sea, 
And  plcafe  the  canny  Boat-man, 
Bear  me  frae  hence,  or  bring  to  me 
My  brave,  my  bonny  Scot-Mm  : 
In  haly  Bands 
Wc  join'd  our  Hands, 
Yet  may  not  this  difcover, 
While  Parents  rate 
A  large  Eftate, 
Before  a  faithful  Lover. 

But  I  loor  chufe  in  Highland  Glens 

To  herd  the  Kid  and  Goat-Man, 
E'er  I  cou'd  for  ftc  little  Ends 
Refufe  my  bonny  Scot-Man. 

Wae  worth  the  Man 

Wha  firft  began 
The  bafe  ungenerous  Fafliion, 

Frae  greedy  Views 

Love's  Art  to  ufe, 
While  Strangers  to  its  Paflion. 
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Orpheus  Caledonius. 

Frac  foreign  Fields,  my  lovely  Youth, 

Hafte  to  thy  longing  Ladle, 
Wha  pants  to  prefs  thy  bawmy  Mouth, 
And  in  her  Bofom  hawfe  thee. 
Love  gi'cs the  Word, 
Then  hafte  on  Board, 
Fair  Winds  and  tenty  Boat-Man, 
Waft  o'er,  waft  o'er 
Frae  yonder  Shore, 
My  blyth,  my  bonny  iSVtff-Man. 
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IX. 

Colin-  and  Grisy parting* 

To  the  Tunc  of,  Woe's  my  Heart  that  we  fhould 
/under. 


With  broken  Words,  and  down-cart  Eyes, 
Poor  Colin  fpoke  his  Paflion  tender  5 
And,  parting  with  his  Gr/J),  crys, 

Ah  !  woe's  my  Heart  that  we  fhould  f  tndc* 
To  c^ersl  am  cold  as  Snow, 

But  kindle  with  thine  Eyes  like  Tinder : 
from  thee  with  Pain  I'm  fore'd  to  go  5 
It  breaks  my  Heart  that  we  fhould  funden 

Chain'd  to  thy  Charms,  I  cannot  range, 

No  Beauty  new  my  Love  mall  hinder, 
Nor  Time  nor  Place  fhail  ever  change 

My  Vows,  tho'  we're  oblig'd  to  funded 
The  Image  of  thy  graceful  Air, 

And  Beauties  which  invite  our  Wonder* 
Thy  lively  Wit,  and  Prudence  rare, 

Shall  ftill  be  prefent,  tho'  wc  funder.- 
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Dear  Nymph,  believe  thy  Swain  in  thfc, 
You'll  ne'er  engage  a  Heart  that's  kinder 

Then  feal  a  Promife  with  a  Kifs, 
Always  to  love  me,  tho'  we  funder. 

Ye  Gods,  take  care  of  my  dear  Lafs, 
That  as  I  leave  her  I  niay  find  her : 

When  that  bled  time  lhall  come  to  pafs, 
We'll  meet  again,  and  never  funder. 


Vol.  I. 
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The  Broom  of  Cowdenknows. 

OThe  Broom,  the  bonny  Broom, 
The  Broom  ^Cowdenknows ; 
I  wifh  I  were  at  hame  again, 
To  milk  my  'Daddy's  Ews. 

How  blyth  ilk  Morn  was  I  to  fee, 
The  Swain  come  o'er  the  Hill ! 
He  skip'd  the  Burn,  and  flew  to  me  : 
I  met  him  with  good  Will. 
O  the  Broom,  &c. 

I  neither  wanted  Ew  nor  Lamb 
While  his  Flock  near  me  lay  > 
He  gather'd  in  my  Sheep  at  E'en, 
And  chear'd  me  a'  the  Day. 
O  the  Broom,  Sec 

He  tun'd  his  Pipe  and  Reed  fae  fweet, 
The  Birds  flood  lift'ning  by  : 
E'en  the  dull  Cattle  flood  and  gaz'd, 
Charm'd  with  his  Melody. 
0  the  Broom,  &c. 

While 
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While  thus  we  fpent  our  Time  by  turns, 
Betwixt  our  Flocks  and  Play  : 
I  envy'd  not  the  faireft  Dame, 
Tho'  ne  er  fo  rich  and  gay. 
O  the  Broom,  &c. 

Hard  Fate  that  I  fhou'd  banifh'd  be, 
Gang  heavily  and  mourn, 
Becaufe  I  lov'd  the  kindeft  Swain, 
That  ever  yet  was  born. 
O  the  Broom,  &c. 

He  did  oblige  me  ev'ry  Hour, 
Cou'd  I  but  faithfu'  be  5 
He  ftaw  my  Heart :  couM  I  refufe, 
Whatever  he  ask'd  of  me  \ 
O  the  Broom,  &c. 

My  Doggie,  and  my  crooked  Stick, 
May  now  lie  ufelefs  by, 
My  Plaidy,  Broach  and  little  Kitt, 
That  held  my  Wee  Soup  Whey. 
O  the  Broom,  &c. 

Adieu  ye  Cowdenknows,  adieu  ; 
Farewell  a'  Pleafures  there  5 

D  2  Yc 
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Ye  Gods  reftore  to  me  my  Swain, 
Is  a'  I  crave  or  care. 

O  the  Broom,  the  bonny  Broom, 
The  Broom  of  Cowdenknows  : 
J  wifh  I  were  at  hame  again  y 
To  milk  my  ^Daddy's  Ews. 
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OB  E  L  Ly  thy  Looks  have  kill'd  my  Heart, 
I  pafs  the  Day  in  Pain  ; 
When  Night  returns,  I  feel  the  Smart, 

And  wifh  for  thee  in  vain. 
I'm  ftarving  cold,  while  thou  art  warm  : 

Have  pity  and  incline, 
And  grant  me  for  a  Hap  that  charm- 
ing Petticoat  of  hine. 

My  ravifh'd  Fancy  in  amaze, 

Still  wanders  o'er  thy  Charms, 
Deluftve  Dreams  ten  thoufand  ways> 

Prefent  thee  to  my  Arms. 
But  waking  think  what  I  endure, 

While  cruel  you  decline 
Thofe  Pleafures,  which  can  only  cure 

This  panting  Bread  of  mine. 

I  faint,  I  fail,  and  wildly  rove, 

Becaufe  you  flill  deny 
The  jufl:  Reward  that's  due  to  Love, 

And  let  true  Paffion  die. 


XL 

Come  hap  me  with  thy  Petticoat. 
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Oh  !  turn  and  let  Companion  fuze 

That  lovely  Bread  of  thine  ; 
Thy  Petticoat  could  riv-c  me  eafe, 

If  thou  and  it  were  mine. 

Sure  Heaven  h.is  fitted  for  Delight, 

That  beauteous  Form  of  thine, 
And  thou'rt  too  good  its  Law  to  flight, 

By  hindering  the  Defign. 
May  all  the  Powers  of  Love  agree, 

At  length  to  make  thee  mine, 
Or  loofe  my  Chains,  and  fet  me  free 

From  cv'ry  Charm  of  thine. 
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XII. 

Bonny  CHRISTY. 

HO  W  fweetly  fmells  the  Simmer  Green ! 
Sweet  tafte  the  Peach  and  Cherry ; 
Painting  and  Order  pleafe  our  Een, 

And  Claret  makes  us  merry  : 
But  fineft  Colours,  Fruits  and  Flowers, 

And  Wine,  tho'  I  be  thirfty, 
Lofc  a'  their  Charms  and  weaker  Powers, 
Compar'd  with  thofe  of  Chrifty* 

When  wand'ring  o'er  the  flow'ry  Park, 

No  nat'ral  Beauty  wanting, 
How  lightfome  is't  to  hear  the  Lark, 

And  Birds  in  Confort  chanting  ? 
But  if  my  Chrifty  tunes  her  Voice, 

I'm  rapt  in  Admiration; 
My  Thoughts  with  Extafies  rejoice, 

And  drap  the  hale  Creation. 

Whene'er  {he  fmiles  a  kindly  Glance, 
I  take  the  happy  Omen, 

And 
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And  aften  mint  to  make  Advance, 
Hoping  fhe'll  prove  a  Woman : 

But,  dubious  of  my  ain  Defert, 
My  Sentiments  I  fmothcr ; 

With  fecret  Sighs  I  vex  my  Heart, 
For  fear  fhe  love  another. 

Thus  fang  blate  Edie  by  a  Burn, 

His  Chrifty  did  o  er-hear  him  i 
She  doughtna  let  her  Lover  mourn, 

But  e'er  he  wift  drew  near  him. 
She  fpake  her  Favour  with  a  Look, 

Which  left  nae  room  to  doubt  her > 
He  wifely  this  white  Minute  took, 

And  flang  his  Arms  about  her. 

My  Chrifty !  witnefs,  bonny  Stream, 

Sic  Joys  frae  Tears  arifing, 
I  wifh  th  is  may  nae  be  a  Dream ; 

O  Love  the  maift  furprifing ! 
Time  was  too  precious  now  for  Tauk  5 

This  Point  of  a*  his  Wifhes 
He  wadna  with  fet  Speeches  bauk, 

But  war'd  it  a'  on  KilTcs. 
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XIII. 

Scornfu  Nancy. 

NAnfys  to  the  Green  Wood  ganc, 
To  hear  the  Gowdfpink  chat'ring; 
And  Willie  he  hasfollow'd  her, 
To  gain  her  Love  by  flat  'ring  : 
But  a'  that  he  cou'd  fay  or  do, 

She  geck'd  and  fcorned  at  him  5 
And  ay  when  he  began  to  woo, 
She  bad  him  mind  wha  gat  him* 

What  ails  ye  at  my  Dad,  quoth  he, 

My  Minny  or  my  Aunty  ? 
With  Crowdy-Mowdy  they  fed  me* 

Lang-kail  and  Ranty-tanty  : 
With  Bannocks  of  good  Barley- Meal, 

Of  thae  there  was  right  plenty, 
With  chapped  Stocks  fou  butter  a  well  j 

And  was  not  that  right  dainty  > 
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Altho*  my  Daddy  was  nae  Laird, 

Tis  daffin  to  be  vaunty, 
Hckccpit  ay  a  good  Kail-yard, 

A  Ha'  Houfe  and  a  Pantry  : 
A  good  blew  Bonnet  on  his  Head, 

AnOvvrlay  'bout  his  Cragy; 
And  ay  until  the  Day  he  died, 

Heradeon  good  Shanks  Nagy. 

Now  wae  and  wander  on  your  Snout, 

Wad  ye  hae  bonny  Nanjy  ? 
Wad  ye  compare  ye'r  fcl'  to  me, 

A  Docken  till  a  Tanfie  > 
I  have  a  Wooer  of  my  ain, 

They  ca'  him  fouple  Sandy, 
And  well  I  wat  his  bonny  Mou 

Is  fweetlike  Sugar-candy. 

Wow  Nanfyy  what  needs  a'  this  Din  ? 

Do  I  not  ken  this  Sandy  ? 
I'm  furc  the  chief  of  a'  his  Kin 

Was  Rab  the  Beggar  randy  : 
His  minny  Meg  upo'  her  Back 

Bare  baith  him  and  his  Billy  $ 
Will  he  compare  a  nafty  Pack 

To  me  your  winfome  Willy  ? 
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My  Gutcherleft  a  good  braid  Sword, 

Tho'  it  be  auld  and  rufty, 
Yet  yemaytak  it  on  my  Word, 

It  is  baith  ftout  and  trufty  3 
And  if  I  can  but  get  it  drawn, 

Which  will  be  right  uneafy, 
Ifhalllay  baith  my  Lugs  in  pawn, 

That  he  fliall  get  a  Heezy. 

Then  Nanjy  turn'd  her  round  about, 

And  faid,  did  Sandy  hear  ye, 
Ye  wadna  mifs  to  get  a  Clout, 

I  ken  he  difna  fear  ye  : 
Sae  had  ye'r  Tongue  and  fay  nae  mair, 

Set  fomewhere  elfe  your  fancy  5 
For  as  lang's  Sandy  %  to  the  Fore, 

Ye  never  fhall  get  Nanjy. 
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XIV. 

"The  Highland  Laddie. 

OMy  bonny  bonny  Highland  Laddie, 
0  my  bonny  bonny  Highland  Laddie^ 
When  I iL- as  fick  and  like  to  die, 
Hero-ad  me  in  his  Highland  Tlaidy. 

The  Lawland  Lads  think  they  are  fine  ; 

But  O  they're  vain  and  idly  gawdy ! 
How  much  unlike  that  graceful'  Mieu, 

And  manly  Looks  of  my  Highland  Laddie 

O  my  bonny ,  &c. 

If  I  were  free  at  Will  to  chufe 

To  be  the  wcalthicft  Lawland  Lady, 

Td  take  young  "Donald  without  Trews, 
With  Bonnet  blew,  and  belted  Plaidy. 

O  my  bonny,  &c. 

TheBrawcft  Beau  in  Borrows-town, 
In  a' his  Airs,  with  Art  made  ready, 

Compair'd  to  him,  he's  but  a  Clown  > 
He's  finer  far  in's  tartan  Plaidy. 

O  my  bonny,  &c 
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O'er  benty  Hill  with  him  I'll  run, 

And  leave  my  Lawland  Kin  and  Dady. 

Irae  Winter's  Cauld,  and  Summer's  Sun, 
He'll  fcreen  me  with  his  Highland  Plaidy, 

O  my  bonny,  &c. 

A  painted  Room,  and  filken  Bed, 

May  pleafe  a  Lawland  Laird  and  Lady; 

But  I  can  kifs,  and  be  as  glad 

Behind  a  Bufh  in's  Highland  Phidy. 

O  my  bonny,  &c. 

Few  Compliments  between  us  pafs, 
I  ca'himmy  dear  Highland  Laddie, 

And  he  ca's  me  his  LawlandLzfs, 
Syne  rows  me  in  beneath  his  Plaidy. 

0  my  bonny,  &c. 

Nae  greater  Joy  I'll  e'er  pretend, 

Than  that  his  Love  prove  true  and  fteady, 

Like  mine  to  him,  which  ne'er  fhall  end,  ; 
While  Heaven  preferves  my  Highland  Laddie. 

O  my  bonny  bonny  Highland  Laddie, 
O  my  bonny  bonny  Highland  Laddie », 
When  I  was  fick  and  like  to  die> 
He  rowd  me  in  his  Highland  Tlaidy. 
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ii  By  cooing  fhews  Defire, 
As  Ivys  Oak  do  love, 

And  twining  round  afpirc : 
So  I  my  Betty  love, 

So  I  my  Betty  woo, 
I  coo  as  coos  the  Dove, 
And  twine  as  Ivys  do. 

Her  Kifs  is  fweet  as  Spring, 

Like  June  her  Bofom's  warm, 
The  Autumn  ne'er  did  bring, 

By  half,  fo  fweet  a  Charm. 
As  living  Fountains  do 

Their  Favours  ne'er  repent, 
So  Betty*s  Bleflings  grow, 

The  more,  the  more  they're  lent. 

Leave  Kindred  and  Friends,  fweet  Betty \ 
Leave  Kindred  and  Friends  for  me  > 

Affur'd  thy  Servant  is  fteddy 
To  Love,  to  Honour,  and  Thee. 


XV. 

Blink  oer  the  Burn. 
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The  Gifts  of  Nature  and  Fortune, 
May  fly,  by  chance  as  they  came  5 

They're  Grounds  the  Deftinies  fport  on, 
But  Vertue  is  ever  the  fame. 

Altho'  my  Fancy  were  roving, 

Thy  Charms  fo  heavenly  appear, 
That  other  Beauties  difproving, 

I'd  worfhip  thine  only,  my  Dear. 
And  fhou'd  Life's  Sorrows  embitter 

The  Pleafure  we  promis'd  our  Loves, 
To  (hare  them  together  is  fitter, 

Than  moan  afunder,  like  Doves. 

Oh !  were  I  but  once  fo  blefTed, 

To  grafp  my  Love  in  my  Arms ! 
By  thee  to  be  grafped  !  and  kilTed ! 

And  live  on  thy  Heaven  of  Charms ! 
I'd  laugh  at  Fortune's  Caprices, 

Shou'd  Fortune  capricious  prove  ; 
Tho'  Death  fhou'd  tear  me  to  pieces, 

I'd  die  a  Martyr  to  Love. 
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XVI. 

TWEED-SIDE. 

WHat  Beauties  docs  Flora  difclofe  > 
How  fweet  are  her  Smiles  upon  Tweed  ? 
Yet  Mary's  ftill  fweeter  than  thofe ; 

Both  Nature  and  Fancy  exceed. 
Nor  Daify,  nor  fweet  bluming  Rofe, 

Nor  all  the  gay  Flowers  of  the  Field, 
Not  Tweed  gliding  gently  thro'  thofe, 
Such  Beauty  and  Pleafurc  does  yield. 

The  Warblers  are  heard  in  the  Grove, 

The  Linnet,  the  Lark,  and  the  Thrufh, 
The  Black-bird,  and  fweet  cooing  Dove, 

With  Mufick  enchant  ev'ry  Bufh. 
Come,  let  us  go  forth  to  the  Mead, 

Let  us  fee  how  the  Primrofes  fpring, 
We'll  lodge  in  fomc  Village  on  Tweed, 

And  love  while  the  feather'd  Folks  fing. 

How  does  my  Love  pafs  the  long  Day  > 

Does  Mary  not  'tend  a  few  Sheep  > 
Po  they  never  careleffly  ftray, 

While  happily  (he  lies  afleep. 
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Tweed's  Murmurs  fliould  lull  her  to  reft  ; 

Kind  Nature  indulging  my  Blifs, 
To  relieve  the  foft  Pains  of  my  Breaft, 

I'd  fteal  an  ambrofial  Kifs. 

Tis  fhe  does  the  Virgins  excell, 

No  Beauty  with  her  may  compare  i 
Love's  Graces  all  round  her  do  dwell, 

She's  faireft  where  thoufands  are  fair. 
Say,  Charmer,  where  do  thy  Flocks  ftray  f 

Oh  !  tell  me  at  Noon  where  they  feed  ; 
Shall  I  feek  them  onfweet  winding  Tay> 

Or  the  pleafanter  Banks  of  the  Tweed? 


Vol.  I. 
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XVII. 

Love  is  the  Caufe  of  my  Mourning. 

BY  a  murmuring  Stream  a  fair  Shepherdefs  lay, 
Be  fo  kind,  O  ye  Nymphs,  I  oft  times  heard 
her  fay, 

Tell  Strephon  I  die,  if  he  partes  this  way, 
And  that  Love  is  the  Caufe  of  my  Mourning. 
Falfe  Shepherds,  that  tell  me  of  Beauty  and  Charms, 
You  deceive  me,  for  Strephon's  cold  Heart  never 
warms  5 

Yet  bring  me  this  Strephon,  let  me  die  in  his  Arms, 
Oh  Strephon  !  the  Caufe  of  my  Mourning. 

But  firft,  faid  (he,  let  me  go 

£)own  to  the  Shades  below, 

E'er  ye  let  Strephon  know. 

That  I  have  lov'd  him  fo  : 
Then  on  my  pale  Cheek  no  Blufhes  will  fhow, 
That  Love  was  the  Caufe  of  my  Mourning. 

Her  Eyes  were  fcarce  clofed  when  Strephon  came  by, 
He  thought  fheM  been  lleeping,ahd  foftly  drew  nigh  5 
But  finding  her  breathlefs,  oh  Heavens!  did  he  cry, 
jrf^Chloris!  the  Caufe  of  my  Mourning.  • 
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Rcftore  me  my  Chloris^  ye  Nymphs  ufe  your  Art  $ 
They  fighing,  reply'd,  'twas  yourfelf  (hot  the  Dart* 
That  wounded  the  tender  young  Shepherdefs*  Hearta 
And  kill' d  the  poor  Chloris  with  Mourning. 

Ah  then  is  Chloris  dead, 

Wounded  by  me !  he  faid  i 

I'll  follow  thee,  chafte  Maid, 

Down  to  the  filent  Shade. 
Then  on  her  cold  fnowy  Breaft  leaning  his  Head, 
Bxpird  the  peor  Strephon  with  Mourning. 


xviii; 


Orpheus  Caledonius. 


XVIII. 
Bonny  JEAN. 

LO  VE's  Goddcfs  in  a  Myrtle  Grove, 
Said,  Cupid,  bend  thy  Bow  with  fpced. 
Nor  let  the  Shaft  at  random  rove, 
For  Jeany's  haughty  Heart  mud  bleed. 
The  fmiling  Boy,  with  divine  Art, 
From  Taphos  fhot  an  Arrow  keen, 
Which  flew,  unerring,  to  the  Heart, 
And  kill'd  the  Pride  of  bonny  Jean. 

No  more  the  Nymph,  with  haughty  Air, 
Refufcs  Willy's  kind  Addrefs ; 
Her  yielding  Blufhesfhew  no  Care, 
But  too  much  Fondnefs  to  fupprefs. 
No  more  the  Youth  is  fullen  now, 
But  looks  the  gay  eft  on  the  Green, 
Whilft  every  Day  he  fpies  fome  new 
Surprifing  Charnis  in  bonny  Jean. 

A  thoufand  Tranfports  croud  his  Breaft, 
He  moves  as  light  as  fleeting  Wind, 
His  former  Sorrows  feem  a  Jeft, 
Now  when  his  Jeany  is  turn'd  kind  : 
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Riches  he  looks  on  with  difdain, 
The  glorious  Fields  of  War  look  mean  ; 
The  chearful  Hound  and  Horn  give  pain, 
If  abfent  from  his  bonny  Jean. 

The  Day  he  fpends  in  am'rous  Gaze, 
Which  ev'n  in  Summer  fhortned  feems  ; 
When  funk  in  Downs,  with  glad  Amaze, 
He  wonders  at  her  in  his  Dreams. 
All  Charms  difclos'd,  flie  looks  more  bright 
Than  Tro/s  Prize,  the  Spartan  Queen, 
With  breaking  Day,  he  lifts  his  Sight, 
And  pants  to  be  with  bonny  Jean* 
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XIX. 

MARY  SCOT. 

HAppy's  the  Love  which  meets  return, 
When  in  foft  Flames  Souls  equal  burn. 
But  Words  are  wanting  to  difcover 
The  Torments  of  a  hopelefs  Lover. 
Ye  Regifters  of  Heaven,  relate, 
If  looking  o'er  the  Rolls  of  Fate, 
Did  you  there  fee  me  mark'd  to  marrow 
Mary  Scot  the  Flower  of  Tarrow  ? 

Ah  no!  her  Form's  too  heavenly  fair, 
Her  Love  the  Gods  above  mull  fhare  $ 
While  Mortals  with  Defpair  explore  her, 
And  at  a  diftance  due  adore  her. 
O  lovely  Maid  !  my  Doubts  beguile, 
Revive  and  blefs  me  with  a  Smile  : 
Alas !  if  not,  you'll  foon  debar  a 
Sighing  Swain  the  Banks  of  Tarrow, 

Be  hufh,  ye  Fears,  I'll  not  defpair, 
My  Mary's  tender  as  fhe  s  fair  $ 
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Then  I'll  go  tell  her  all  mine  Anguifh, 
She  is  too  good  to  let  me  languifli : 
With  Succefs  crown'd,  I'll  not  env^ 
The  Folks  who  dwell  above  the  Sky  5 
When  Mary  Scot's  become  my  Marrow, 
We'll  make  a  Paradife  on  Tarrow. 
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XX. 

The  Mill,  Mill — 0. 

BEneath  a  green  Shade  I  fand  a  fair  Maid, 
Was  fleeping  found  and  ftill  —  O ; 
A' Jowan  wi'  Love,  my  Fancy  did  rove 

Around  her  with  good  Will  —  O  : 
Her  Bofom  I  preft  ;  but,  funk  in  her  reft, 

She  ftird  na  my  Joy  to  fpill  —  O : 
While  kindly  {he  flept,  clofe  to  her  I  crept, 
And  kifs'd,  and  kifs'd  her  my  fill  - —  O. 

Oblig'd  by  Command  in  Flanders  to  land, 

T  employ  my  Courage  and  Skill  —  O, 
Frae  her  quietly  I  flaw,  hoift  Sails  and  awa, 

For  Wind  blew  fair  on  the  Bill  —  O.  [Fame, 
Twa  Years  brought  me  hame,  where  loud  fraifing 

Tald  me  with  a  Voice  right  fhrill  —  O, 
My  Lafs,  like  a  Fool,  had  mounted  the  Stool, 

Nor  kend  wha  had  done  her  the  ill  —  O. 

Mair  fond  of  her  Charms,  with  my  Son  in  her  Arms, 
I  ferlying  fpeer'd  how  flie  fell  —  O. 
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Wi'  the  Tear  in  her  Eye,  quoth  fhe,  let  me  die, 

Sweet  Sir,  gin  I  can  tell  — O. 
Love  gave  the  Command,  I  took  her  by  the  Han^, 

And  bad  her  a7  Fears  expel  —  O; 
And  nae  more  look  wan,  for  I  was  the  Man 

Wha  had  done  her  the  Deed  my  fell  —  O. 

My  bonny  fweet  Lafs  on  the  gowany  Grafs, 

Beneath  the  Shilling-hill —  O, 
If  I  did  Offence,  ITe  make  ye  Amends 

Before  I  leave  Teggfs  Mill  —  O. 

0  the  Mill,  Mill  —  O,  and  the  Kill,  Kill—  O, 
And  the  cogging  of  the  Wheel —  O  ; 

The  Sack  and  the  Sieve  y  a  that  ye  maun  leave. 
And  round  with  a  Sodger  reel  —  O. 


Vol.  I. 
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XXL 

Johnny  aitd  Nelly. 
Johnny. 

TH  O'  for  fcven  Years  and  mair,  Honour  fhoa  d 
reave  me, 

To  Fields  where  Cannons  rair,  thou  need  na  grieve 
thee : 

For  deep  in  my  Spirits  thy  Sweets  are  indented  ; 
And  Love  {hall  preferve  ay  what  Love  has  imprinted. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee, 
Gang  the  Warld  as  it  will,  Deareft,  believe  me. 

Nelly. 

O  Johnny ',  I'm  jealous  whene'er  ye  difcover 
My  Sentiments  yielding,  ye'll  turn  a  loofe  Rover  5 
And  nought  i'  the  Warld  wad  vex  my  Heart  fairer, 
If  you  prove  unconftant,  and  fancy  ane  fairer. 
Grieve  me,  grieve  me,  oh  it  wad  grieve  me ! 
A'  the  lang  Night  and  Day,  if  you  deceive  me. 

Johnny. 

My  Nelly,  let  neve*  fic  Fancies  opprefs  yc, 
for,  while  my  Blood's  warm,  I'll  kindly  carefs  ye  :  I 

Your 
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Your  blooming  faft  Beauties  firft  bectcd  Love's  Fire, 
Your  Vertue  and  Wit  make  it  ay  flame  the  higher. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee, 
Gang  the  Warld  as  it  will,  Deareft,  believe  me, 

Nelly. 

Then,  Johnny,  I  frankly  this  minute  allow  ye, 
To  think  me  your  Miftrefs,  for  Love  gars  me  trovr 

ye, 

And  gin  ye  prove faufe,  to  ye'r  fell  be  it  faid  then, 

Ye'U  win  but  fma'  Honour  to  wrang  a  kind  Maideh.  \ 

Reave  me,  reave  me,  Heavens !  it  wad  reave  me 

Of  my  Reft  Night  and  Day,  if  ye  deceive  mc. 

\  T 

JOHNNY. 

Bid  Icefhogles  hammer  red  Gauds  on  the  Studdyy 
And  fair  Simmer  Mornings  nae  mair  appear  ruddy  : 
Bid  Britons  think  aegate,  and  when  they  obey  ye, 
But  never  till  that  time,  believe  I'll  betray  ye. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  Til  never  leave  thee  ; 
The  Starns  fhall  gang  witherfhins  e'er  I  deceive  thee. 
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XXII. 
Katherine  Ogie. 

AS  walking  forth  to  view  the  Plain, 
Upon  a  Morning  early, 
While  May's  fwect  Scent  did  chearmy  Brain, 

From  Flowers  which  grow  fo  rarely  > 
Ichanc'd  to  meet  a  pretty  Maid, 
She  (hin'd,  tho'  it  was  fogie  j 
I  ask'd  her  Name  :  fwcet  Sir,  (he  faid, 
My  Name  is  Katherine  Ogie. 

I  flood  a  while,  and  did  admire, 

To  fee  a  Nymph  fo  (lately  ; 
So  brisk  an  Air  there  did  appear 

In  a  Country  Maid  fo  neatly  : 
Such  natural  Sweetnefsfhe  difplay'd, 

Like  a  Lillie  in  a  Bogie ; 
Diana's  felf  was  ne'er  array'd, 

Like  this  fame  Katherine  Ogie. 

Thou  Flower  of  Females,  Beauty's  Queen, 
Who  fees  thee,  fure  muft  prize  thee  j 
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Tho'  thou  art  dreft  in  Robes  but  mean, 

Yet  thefe  cannot  difguife  thee  : 
Thy  handfome  Air,  and  graceful  Look, 

Far  excels  any  clownifh  Rogie  ; 
Thou  art  Match  for  Lord,  or  Duke, 

My  charming  Katherine  Ogie. 

O  were  I  but  fome  Shepherd-Swain! 

To  feed  my  Flock  befide  thee, 
At  Boughting-time  to  leave  the  Plaia, 

In  milking  to  abide  thee ; 
I'd  think  myfelf  a  happier  Man, 

With  Kate,  my  Ciub,  and  Dogie, 
Than  he  that  hugs  his  Thoufands  ten, 

Had  I  but  Katherine  Ogie. 

Then  I'd  defpife  th'  Imperial  Throne, 

And  Statefmens  dangerous  Stations : 
fd  be  no  King,  I'd  wear  no  Crown, 

I'd  fmileat  conquering  Nations : 
Might  I  carefs  and  ftill  poffefs 

ThisLafs,  of  whom  I'm  vogie  5 
For  thefe  are  Toys  and  ftill  look  lefs, 

Compar'd  with  Katherine  Ogie. 

But  I  fear  the  Gods  have  not  decreed 
For  me  lo  fine  a  Creature, 


Whofc 
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Whofc  Beauty  rare  makes  her  exceed 

All  other  Works  in  Nature. 
Clouds  of  Defpair  furround  my  Love, 

That  are  both  dark  and  fogie : 
Pity  my  Cafe,  ye  Powers  above, 

Elfe  I  die  for  Katherine  Ogte. 


25 


.Ann  thou  were  ^^Clin  t^incj 


* rvou'^  Loye  thee;AiiiithoiL  were        gin  tlibujltow 


m 

\      dearly  w< 

Tll'dTl 

m 

uove 

thee.  Then.  I  woiid clafp  tKee 

i."  I  ^  i  '  i 

m  myArms  then  i'd  fecTire"  thee  from  alj. 


my. 

1 


Lee- 

i 


48 

^  J  -  Tf 

Sf*P 

alcove  j 

Vfortal 

thoT 

i  haft  charms,  how 

-1      .    0  i= 

w  n  

dearly  doe  I  Xorire  thee  . 


»  

■ 

'  ii   = 

1 — j — 1 

XXIII. 

Ann  thou  were  my  ain  Thing. 

AN  N  thou  were  my  ain  thing* 
I  wotid  Ide  thee,  I  wotid  We  thee, 
Ann  thou  were  my  ain  Thing, 
How  dearly  wotid  I  Ide  thee  ! 

I  would  clafp  thee  in  my  Arms, 
Fd  fecure  thee  from  all  Harms  5 
For  above  Mortal  thou  haft  Charms, 
How  dearly  do  I  lo'e  thee  > 
Ann  thou  were,  &:c. 

Of  Race  divine  thou  needs  muft  bp, 
Since  nothing  earthly  equals  thee  5 
So  I  muft  ftill  prefumptuous  be, 
To  (how  how  much  I  lo'e  thee. 
Ann  thou  were,  &c. 

The  Gods  one  Thing  peculiar  hayc, 
Tq  ruin  none  whom  they  can  fave  5 
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O !  for  their  fake  fupport  a  Slave, 
Who  only  lives  to  lo'e  thee. 
Ann  thou  were,  &c. 

To  Merit  I  no  Claim  can  make, 
But  that  I  lo'e,  and  for  your  fake, 
What  Man  can  name,  I'll  undertake, 
So  dearly  do  I  lo'e  thee. 
Ann  thou  were,  &c. 

My  Paffion,  conftantas  the  Sun, 
Flames  ftrongcr  (till,  will  ne'er  have  done, 
Till  Fates  my  Thread  of  Life  have  fpun, 
Which  breathing  out,  I'll  lo'e  thee. 
Ann  thou  were>  &c. 
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Orpheus  Caledonius. 

XXIV. 
Polwart  077  the  Green. 

AT"  Pol  wart  on  the  Green, 
If  you'll  meet  me  the  Morn, 
Where  Laffes  do  convene, 
To  dance  about  the  Thorn  -, 
A  kindly  Welcome  you  (hall  meet 

Frae  her  wha  likes  to  view 
A  Lover  and  a  Lad  complete, 
The  Lad  and  Lover  you. 


Let  dorty  Dames  fay  na> 
As lang  as  e'er  they  pleafe, 
Seem  caulder  than  the  Sua', 
While  inwardly  they  bleez  ; 
But  I  will  frankly  fhaw  my  Mind, 

And  yield  my  Heart  to  thee  ; 
Be  ever  to  the  Captive  kind, 

That  langs  na  to  be  free. 

At  Tolwart  on  the  Green, 
Amang  the  new-mawn  Hay, 
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With  Sangs  and  Dancing  keen, 
We'll  pafs  the  heartfome  Day. 
At  Night,  if  Beds  be  derthrang  laidy 

And  thou  be  twin  d  of  thine, 
Thou  fhalt  be  welcome^  my  dear  Lad} 

fa  t(ike  a  Tart  of  mine. 
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XXV. 

A  Health  to  BETTY* 

f\  Let  us  fivim  in  Blood  of  Grapes^ 
X^J    The  richeft  of  the  City* 
And folemritze  upon  our  Knees  ^ 
A  Health  to  noble  Betty. 

The  Mufes  with  the  Milk  of  Queen*, 

Have  fed  this  comely  Creature, 
That  (he's  become  a  princely  Dame, 

A  Miracle  of  Nature. 
O  let  usy  &c. 

The  Graces  all  both  great  and  fmall; 

Were  not  by  half  fo  pretty  ; 
The  Queen  of  Love  that  reigns  above? 

Cou'd  not  compare  with  Betty. 
O  let  usy  &c< 

HadcDavid  feen  this  lovely  one* 

No  Sin  he  had  committed, 
He  had  not  lain  with  Bath-fheba, 

Nor  (lain  the  valiant  Hittite, 
O  let  ns,  &c, 

H  1  Had 
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Had  Solomon,  Hcav'n's  Minion, 

View'd  her  Perfections  over, 
Then  Sheba's  Queen  reje&cd  had  been, 

Tho'  clad  with  Gold  of  Ophir. 
O  let  us,  &c. 

The  Dons  of  Spain  cou'd  they  obtain^ 
This  Magazine  of  Pleafure  > 

They'd  never  go  to  Mexico, 
For  all  its  Indian  Treafure. 

O  let  us,  &c. 

The  Chriftian  King  wou'd  dance  and  fing, 

To  have  her  at  his  pleafure, 
And  wou'd  confine  great  Mazarine, 

Within  the  Banks  of  Tiber. 
O  let  us,  &c. 

The  Turk,  for  all  his  great  Empire, 
Woud  proftrate  him  before  her, 

And  wou'd  lay  down  his  Golden  Crown, 
A  Goddefs  like  adore  her. 

O  let  us,  &c. 

Her  Eyes  are  full  of  Majefty, 
None  but  a  Prince  can  own  her, 
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She's  fitted  for  an  Emperor, 
A  Diadem  mull  crown  her. 

0  let  us  fwim  in  Blood  of  Grapes ^ 

The  richeft  of  the  Citj> 
And folemnize  ttpon  our  Knees, 

A  Health  to  noble  Betty, 
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XXVI. 
The  Cock-Laird. 

A Cock-Laird  fu'  Cadgic  with  Jenny  did  meet, 
He  ha'ft  her  and  kifs'd  her  and  ca'd  her  his 
Sweet, 

Gin  thou'll  ga'ealang  wi'  me,  Jenny  ^  quo'  he, 
Thou's  be  mine  ain  lamen  Jo,  Jenny ,  Jenny. 

Gin  I  gae  alang  with  you  ye  ma'  nafail, 

To  feed  me  with  Groudie  and  good  hakit  Kaili 

What  needs  a'  this  Vanity,  Jenny,  quo' he, 

Is  not  Banocks  and  dribly  Berds  good  Meat  for  thee  i 

Gin  I  gae  alang  with  you  I  man'  ha'e  a  filkHood, 
A  Kirtle  Sark  wylie  Coat,  and  a  filk  Snood, 
To  tye  up  my  Hair  in  a  Cockernonie  ; 
Hout  away  thou's  gane  wood  I  now  j  Jenny,  quo*  he« 

Gin  you  wa'd  ha'e  me  look  bonny,  and  flhine  liks 
the  Moon, 

I  man  ha'e  Katlcts  and  Patlets,  andCamerel-heel'd 
Shoon, 
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And  Craig-cloths,  and  Lugg-babs,  and  Rings  twa 
or  three  5 

Hont  the  Deel's  in  your  Vanity,  Jenny,  quo' he, 

Sometimes  I  am  troubled  with  Gripes  in  my  Weinb, 
Gin  I  get  naeStourips,  I  fhall  my  ferfhame  ; 
I'll  rift  at  the  Rumple  and  gar  the  Wind  flee. 
Deel  ilap  a  Cork  in  your  Doup,  Jenny,  quo*  he. 

Gin  that  be  the  Care  you  take,  ye  maygacloup. 
For  fick'na  fillyHurtcheon  fhall  ne'er  skelp  my  Doup;, 
Hout  away,  gae  be  hang'd,  loufte  Laidie,  quo'  (he : 
peel  fcoup  o»  your  Company,  Jenny,  quo'  he, 


XXVII, 
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XXVII. 
Muirland  Willie. 


HArken,  and  I  will  tell  you  how 
Young  Muirland  Willie  came  to  woo. 
Tho'  he  could  neither  fay  nor  do  > 

The  Truth  I  tell  to  you. 
But  ay  he  cries,  whate'er  betide, 
Maggy  I'fe  ha'e  her  to  be  my  Bride, 
With  afal,  dal,  &c. 

On  his  gray  Yad  as  he  did  ride,  ] 
With  Durk  and  Piftol  by  his  fide, 
He  prick'd  her  on  wi'  meikle  Pride, 

Wi'  meikle  Mirth  arid  Glee. 
Out  o'er  yon  Mofs,  out  o'er  yon  Muir, 
Till  he  came  to  her  Dady's  Door, 
With  afal,  dal,  &c. 

Goodman,  quoth  he,  be  ye  within, 
I'm  come  your  Doghter's  Love  to  win, 
I  care  no  for  making  meikle  Din; 

What  Anfwer  gi'  ye  me  ? 

r  Now, 
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Now,  Woer,  quoth  he,  wou'd  ye  light  down, 
I'll  gic  ye  my  Doghter's  Love  to  win. 
Wtthafal,  dal,  &c. 

Now,  Woer,  fin  ye  are  lighted  down, 
Where  do  ye  win,  or  in  what  Town  ; 
I  think  my  Doghter  winna  gloom 

On  fick  a  Lad  as  ye. 
The  Woer  he  ftep'd  up  the  Houfe, 
And  wow  but  he  was  wond'rous  croufe, 
With  afal,  dal,  &c. 

I  have  three  Owfcn  in  a  Plough, 
Twa  goodga'en  Yads,  and  Gear  enough, 
The  Place  they  ca'  it  Cadeneugh : 

I  fcorn  to  tell  a  Lye  : 
Bcfidcs,  I  had  frac  the  great  Laird, 
A  Peat-pat  and  a  lang  Kail-yard. 
Withafal,  &c. 

The  Maid  pat  on  hcrKirtle  brown, 
She  was  the  braweft  in  a*  the  Town  $ 
I  wat  on  him  fhe  did  na  gloom, 
|   But  blinkit  bonnilie. 
The  Lover  he  ftended  up  in  hade, 
Andgript  her  hard  about  the  Waifte, 
With  a  fa/, 
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To  win  your  Love,  Maid,  I'm  come  here, 
I'm  young,  and  hac  enough  o'  Gear  > 
And  for  my  fell  yc  need  na  fear, 

Troth  try  mc  whan  ye  like. 
He  took  aff  his  Bonnet  and  fpat  in  his  Chew, 
He  dighted  his  Gab,  and  he  pri'd  her  Mou'. 
With  afal,  &c. 

The  Maiden  bluflit  and  bing'd  fu'  law, 
She  had  na  Will  to  fay  him  na, 
But  to  her  Dady  fhc  left  it  a', 

As  they  twa  cou'd  agree. 
The  Lover  he  ga'e  her  the  tither  Kifs, 
Syne  ran  to  her  Dady,  and  tcll'd  him  this. 
With  afal,  &c. 

Your  Doghter  wad  na  fay  me  na, 
But  to  your  fell  fhe  has  left  it  a', 
As  we  cou'd  grec  between  us  twa  ; 

Say  what'll  ye  gi'  me  wi'her  ? 
Now,  Woer,  quo'  he,  I  ha'e  na  Meifclc, 
But  fick's  I  ha'e  ye's  get  a  Pickle. 
With  afal,  &c. 

A  Kilnfu  of  Corn  I'll  gi'e  to  thee, 
Three  Soums  of  Sheep,  twa  good  Milk  Ky, 
Ye's  ha'e  the  Wadding-dinner  free  ; 

Trothldow  do  na  mair. 
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Content,  quo'  he,  a  Bargain  be't, 

I'm  far  frae  hame,  makehafte  let's  do'r. 

Withafd,  &  c. 

The  bridal  Day  it  came  to  pafs, 
Wi'  mony  a  blyfhfome  Lad  and  Lafs  h 
But  ficken  a  Day  there  never  was, 

Sic  Mirth  was  never  fecn. 
This  winfomc  couple  ftraked  Hands, 
Mefs  John  ty'd  up  the  Marriage  Bands. 
With  a  fa/,  dec. 

And  our  Bride's  Maidens  were  na  few, 
Wi'  Tap-knots,  Lug-knots,  a' in  blew, 
Frae  Tap  toTac  they  were  braw  new, 

And  blinkit  bDnnilic. 
Their  Toys  and  Mutches  were  fae  clean, 
They  glanced  in  our  Ladfes  Ecu, 
With  afal,  &c. 

Sick  Hirdum,  Dirdum,  and  fic  Din, 
Wi*  he  o'er  her,  and  fhe  o'er  him  j 
The  Minftrelsthey  did  never  blin, 

Wi'  meikle  Mirth  and  Glee. 
And  ay  they  bobit,  and  ay  they  beckr, 
And  ay  their  Wames  together  met. 
With  afal,  &c. 
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Fy  gar  rub  her  oer  wi  Strae. 


GI  N  ye  meet  a  bonny  Laffie, 
Gi'e  her  a  Kifs,  and  let  her  gae  5 
But  if  ye  meet  a  dirty  HuiTy, 
Fy  gar  rub  her  o'er  with  Strac. 

Be  fure  yc  dinna  quat  the  Grip 
Of  ilka  Joy,  when  ye  are  young, 

Before  auld  Age  your  Vitals  nip, 
And  lay  ye  twafaldo'er  a  Rung. 

Sweet  youth's  a  blyth  and  hcartfome  Time  * 
Then,  Lads  and  Lafles,  while  'tis  May, 

Gae  pu  the  Gowan  in  its  prime, 
Before  it  wither  and  decay. 

Watch  the  faft  Minutes  of  Delyte, 

When  Jenny  fpeaks  beneath  her  Breath, 

And  kiflfes,  laying  a'  the  Wyte 
On  you,  if  (he  kepp  ony  Syaith. 

Haithye're  ill-bred,  (he'll  fmilingfay, 
Ye'll  worry  me,  ye  greedy  Rook  i 
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Syne  frae  your  Arms  fhe'll  rin  away, 
And  hide  herfelf  in  fome  dark  Nook. 

Her  Laugh  will  lead  you  to  the  Place, 
Where  lies  the  Happinefs  ye  want, 

And  plainly  tell  you  to  your  Face, 
Nineteen  na-fays  are  haff  a  Grant. 

Now  to  her  heaving  Bofom  cling, 
And  fweetly  toolie  for  aKifs  : 

Frae  her  fair  Finger  whoop  a  Ring, 
As  Taikenof  a  future  Blifs. 

Thefe  Bennifons,  I'm  very  fure, 
Are  of  the  Gods  indulgent  Grant : 

Then,  furly  Carles,  whifht,  forbear 
To  plague  us  with  your  whinning  Cant, 
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XXIX. 

Peggy,  /  mujl  love  thee. 


AS  from  a  Rock  paft  all  Relief, 
The  fhipwrackt  Colin  fpying 
His  Native  Soil,  o'crcome  with  Grief, 

Half  funk  in  Waves,  and  dying  : 
With  the  next  Morning  Sun  he  fpics 
A  Ship,  which  gives  unhop'd  Surprifc  > 
New  Life  fprings  up,  he  lifts  his  Eyes 
With  Joy,  and  waits  her  Motion. 

So  when  by  her  whom  long  I  lov'd, 

I  icorn'd  was,  and  deferted, 
Low  withDefpair  my  Spirits  mov'd, 

To  be  for  ever  parted  : 
Thus  droopt  I,  till  diviner  Grace 
I  found  in  Tegg/s  Mind  and  Face  > 
Ingratitude  appear'd  then  bafc, 
But  Vertue  more  engaging. 

Then  now  fmce  happily  I've  hit, 

1*11  have  no  more  delaying  ; 
Let  Beauty  yield  to  manly  Wit, 

We  lofc  ourfelves  in  flaying : 
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I'll  hafte  dull  Courtfhip  to  a  Clofe, 
Since  Marriage  can  my  Fears  oppofe  5 
Why  fhould  we  happy  Minutes  lofe, 
Since,  'Peggy-,  I  muft  love  thee  ? 

Men  may  be  foolifh,  if  they  plcafe, 

And  deenVt  a  Lover's  Duty, 
To  %h,  and  facriflce  their  Eafe, 

Doatingon  a  proud  Beauty  : 
Such  was  my  Cafe  for  many  a  Year, 
Still  Hope  fucceeding  to  my  Fear, 
Falfe  Betty's  Charms  now  difappear, 

Since  Peggy's  far  outlhinethem. 
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XXX. 
Auld  Rob  Morris. 

MlTHER. 

T Here's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  wins  in  yon  Glen* 
He's  the  King  of  good  Fellows,  and  Wale 
of  auld  Men, 
Has  fourfcore  of  black  Sheep,  and  fourfcorc  too  5 
Auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  Man  ye  maun  loo. 

Doughter. 
Ha'd  your  tongue,  Mither,  and  let  that  abce, 
For  his  Eild  and  my  Eild  can  never  agree  : 
They'll  never  agree,  and  that  will  be  fecn  ! 
For  he  is  fourfcore,  and  I'm  but  fifteen. 

Mither. 

Ha'd  your  tongue,  Doughter,  and  lay  by  your  Pride, 
For  he's  be  the  Bridegroom,  and  ye's  be  the  Bride  5 
He  fhali  ly  by  your  fide,  and  kifs  ye  too, 
Auid  Kob  Morris  is  the  Man  ye  maun  loo. 

Dough- 
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DOUGHTER. 

An' d  ^ob  Morris  I  ken  him  fou  weel, 

Hi:  .1-  it  flicks  out  likeony  Peet-creel, 

He's  out-fhin'd,  in-kneed  and  ringle-ey'd  too  j 
Aula  Rob  Morris  is  the  Man  I'll  ne'er  loo. 

MlTHER. 

Tho'  auld  Rob  Morris  be  an  elderly  Man, 
Yet  his  auld  Brafs  it  will  buy  a  new  Pan ; 
Then,  Doughter,  ye  fhoud  nabe  fae  ill  tofhoo, 
Tor  auld  Rob  Morris  is  the  Man  ye  maun  loo. 

Doughter. 
But  auld  Rob  Morris  I  never  will  hae, 
His  Back  is  fae  ftiff,  and  his  Beard  is  grown  gray  : 
I  had  titter  die  than  live  with  him  a  Year  $ 
Sae  mair  of  Rob  Morris  I  never  will  hear. 
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XXX. 
Auld  lang  Jyne. 

SHould  auld  Acquaintance  be  forgot, 
Tho'  they  return  with  Scars  ? 
Thefe  arc  the  noble  Hero's  Lot, 

Obtain'd  inglorious  Wars : 
Welcome,  my  Varo,  to  my  Breaft, 

Thy  Arms  about  me  twine, 
And  make  meonce  again  as  bleft. 
As  I  wa&hng  lyne. 

Methinks  around  us  on  each  Bough, 

Athoufand  Cupids  play, 
Whilft  thro'  the  Groves  I  walk  with  you, 

Each  Object  makes  me  gay  ; 
Since  your  Return  the  Sun  and  Moon, 

With  brighter  Beams  do  fhine, 
Streams  murmur  fort  Notes  while  they  run, 

As  they  did  lang  fyne. 

Defpifethe  Court  and  Din  of  State  ; 
Let  that  to  their  fhare  fall, 

Who 
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Who  can  efteem  fuch  Slav'ry  greats 

While  bounded  like  a  Ball  : 
But  funk  in  Love,  upon  my  Arms 

Let  your  brave  Head  recline, 
We'll  pleafe  ourfelvcs  with  mutual  Charms* 

As  we  did  lang  fyne. 

O'er  Moor  and  Dale,  with  your  gay  Friend* 

You  may  purfue  the  Chafe, 
And,  after  a  blyth  Bottle,  end 

All  Cares  in  my  Embrace  : 
And  in  a  vacant  rainy  Day, 

You  fhall  be  wholly  mine  ; 
We'll  make  the  Hours  run  fmooth  away, 

And  laugh  at  lang  fyne. 

The  Hero,  pleas'd  with  the  fweet  Air, 

And  Signs  of  generous  Love, 
y^hich  had  been  utter'd  by  the  Fair, 

Bow'd  to  the  Pow'rs  above  : 
Next  Day,  with  Confent  and  glad  Hafte, 

Th*  approach' d  the  facred  Shrine  5 
Where  the  good  Prieft  the  Couple  bk  ft, 

And  put  them  out  of  Pine. 
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XXXII. 
My  Apron^  Deary. 

'f 1 1  ^  Was  forth  in  a  Morning,  a  Morning  of  May, 
JL     A  Soldier  and  his  Miftrefs  were  walking 

aftray  5 

And  low  down  by  yon  Meadow  Brow, 
I  heard  a  Lafs  cry,  my  Apron  now. 

0  had  I  ta'en  Counfel  of  Father  or  Mother, ' 
Or  had  I  ta'en  Counfel  of  Sifter  or  Brother  > 
But  I  was  a  young  thing,  and  eafy  to  woo, 
And  my  Belly  bears  up  my  Apron  now. 

Thy  Apron,  Deary,  I  mud  confefs, 

Is  fornething  the  fhorter,  tho'  naething  the  lefs> 

1  never  was  wi'  ye  a  Night  but  two, 
And  yet  ye  cry  out  my  Apron  now. 

My  Apron  is  made  of  a  Lineum  Twine, 
Well  fet  about  wi'  pearling  Syne  > 
1  think  it  great  Pity,  ray  Babe  fhou'd  tync? 
And  Til  row  it  in  my  Apron  fine. 

XXXIII. 
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XXXIII. 

My  Daddy  s  a  D elver  of  Dykes. 

MY  Daddy's  a  Dclver  of  Dykes, 
My  Minny  can  card  and  fpin, 
And  I'm  a  bonny  young  Lafs, 
And  the  Siller  comes  linkin  in. 
The  Siller  comes  linkin  in, 
And  it  is  fou  fair  to  fee, 
And  it's  wow,  wow,  wow, 
What  ails  the  Lads  at  me? 


When  ever  our  Bauty  does  bark, 
Then  fall  to  the  Door  I  do  rin, 
To  fee  gin  ony  young  Spark 
Will  light  and  venture  in  : 
But  ne'er  a  ane  comes  in, 
Tho'  mony  a  ane  goes  by, 
Syne  Ben  the  Houfe  I  rin, 
And  a  weary  Wight  am  I. 


I  had  an  auld  Wife  to  my  Minny, 
And  (wow)  gin  (he  kcept  me  lang  5 


But 
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But  now  the  Carlin's  dead, 

And  1*11  do  what  I  can, 

And  Pll  do  what  1  can  j 

Wi'  my  twenty  Pound  and  my  Cow  i 

But  wow  it's  an  unco*  thing, 

That  na  body  comes  to  woe. 
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XXXIV. 
Waly*  Waly* 

OWaly,  Waly,  up  yon  Bank, 
And  Waly,  Waly,  down  yon  Brea  % 
And  Waly  by  yon  Rivers  ftde, 
Where  my  Love  and  I  was  wont  to  gae. 

Waly,  Waly,  gin  Love  be  bonny, 
A  little  while  when  it  is  new  5 

But  when  it's  auld,  it  waxes  cauld, 
And  wears  away,  like  Morning  Dcw- 

I  leant  my  Back  unto  an  Aifc, 

1  thought  it  was  a  trufty  Tree 5 
But  flrft  it  bow'd,  and  fine  it  brake, 

And  fae  did  my  faufe  Love  to  me. 

When  Cockle-fhells  turn  filler  Bells, 
And  Mufcles  grow  on  ev'ry  Tree  > 

When  Froft  and  Snaw  fhall  warm  us  z\ 
Then  fhall  my  Love  prove  true  to  me* 
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Now  Arthur-Seat  fhall  be  my  Bed, 
The  Sheets  fhall  ne'er  be  fyl'd  by  me; 

Saint  Anton's  Well  fhall  be  my  Drink, 
Since  my  true  Love  has  forfaken  me. 

O  Martinmas  Wind,  when  wilt  thou  blaw, 
And  fhakc  the  green  Leaves  off  the  Tree  > 

O  gentle  Death,  when  wilt  thou  come  ? 
And  take  a  Life  that  wearies  me. 

'Tis  not  the  Froft  that  freezes  fell, 
Nor  blawing  Snaw  s  Inclemency  5 

'Tis  not  fic  Cauld  that  makes  me  cry, 
But  my  Love's  Heart  grown  cauld  to  mc. 

When  we  came  in  by  Glaffcow  Town, 
We  were  a  comely  Sight  to  fee  ; 

My  Love  was  cled  in  the  black  Velvet, 
And  I  my  fell  in  Cramafie. 

But  had  I  wift  before  I  kifs'd, 

That  Love  had  been  fae  ill  to  win  5 

I'd  lock'd  my  Heart  in  a  Cafe  of  Gold, 
And  pin  d  it  with  a  filver  Pin. 


Oh; 
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Oh,  oh !  if  my  young  Babe  were  born* 

And  fit  upon  the  Nurfe's  Knee, 
And  I  my  fell  were  dead  and  gane, 

For  a  Maid  again  I'll  never  be. 


Vol.  I.  t  XXXV. 
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XXXV. 
John  Hay  j  bonny  Lajffie. 

BY  fmooth  winding  Tay  a  Swain  was  reclining 
Aft  cry'd  he,  Oh  hey!    maun  I  (till  liv 
pining 

My  fell  thus  away,  and  darna  difcovcr 
To  my  bonny  Hay,  that  I  am  her  Lover  ? 

Nae  mair  it  will  hide,  the  Flame  waxes  ftranger 
If  fhe's  not  my  Bride,  my  Days  are  nae  langer  : 
Then  1*11  take  a  heart,  and  try  at  a  venture, 
May  be,  e'er  we  part,  my  Vows  may  content  hen 

She's  frefh  as  the  Spring,  and  fwect  as  Aur*ri 
When  Birds  mount  and  fing,  bidding  Day  a  Good 
morrow : 

The  Sward  of  the  Mead,  enamel'd  with  Daifies, 
Look  wither'd  and  dead,  when  twin'dof  her  Grace: 

But  if  (he  appear  where  Verdures  invite  her, 
The  Fountains  run  clear,  and  Flowers  fmell  th 
iwecter: 
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Tis  Heaven  to  be  by,  when  her  Wit  is  a  flowing, 
Her  Smiles  and  bright  Eye  fet  my  Spirits  a  glowing. 

The  mair  that  I  gaze,  the  deeper  I'm  wound  d  ; 
Struck  dumb  with  amaze,  my  Mind  is  confounded  : 
I'm  all  ina  fire,  dear  Maid,  tocarefs  ye, 
For  a*  my  Defire  is  Hay's  bonny  Laffie. 
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XXXVI. 
The  Blythfome  BridaU 

FY  Ictus  a' to  the  Bridal, 
For  there  will  be  iilting  there; 
For  V  Vs  to  be  married  to  Maggie, 

The  Lafs  wi'  the  govden  Hair. 
And  there  will  be  Lang-kail  and  Pottage, 

And  Bannocks  of  Barley-meal  ; 
And  there  will  be  good  fawt  Herrings 

To  relifh  a  Cog  of  good  Ale. 
Fj  let  us  a*  to  the  Bridal,  &c. 

And  there  will  be  Saney  the  Sutor, 

And  Wilt  wi'  the  meikle  Mou  ; 
And  there  will  be  Tarn  the  Biutter, 

With  Andrew  the  Tinkler,  I  trow  ; 
And  there  will  be  bow'd-legged  Robbie, 

With  thumblefs  Katie's  good  Man  j 
j\nd  there  will  be  blue-cheeked  T)owbie, 

And  Lawrie  the  Laird  of  the  Land. 
Jy  let  us,  &c. 

And 
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And  there  will  be  Sow-libber  *Patie, 

And  plucky-fac'd/j^/i'  the  Mill, 
Cappci  -aos'd  Francie  and  Gibbie, 

That  wins  in  the  How  of  the  Hill ; 
And  there  will  be  Alafler  Szbbze, 

Wha  in  with  black  Btfly  did  mool, 
With  lhivelling  Lilly  and  Ttbby, 

The  Lais  that  (lands  aft  on  the  Stool. 
Fy  let  us,  &c. 

And  Madge  that  was  buckled  to  Steenie> 

And  coft  him  gray  Brtcks  to  his  Arte, 
Wha  after  was  hangit  for  Healing, 

Great  mercy  it  happend  nae  warfe  : 
And  there  will  be  gleed  Geordy  Janners, 

And  Kirfb  with  the  lilly-white  Leg, 
Wha  gade  to  the  South  for  Manners, 

And  bang'd  up  her  VVame  in  Mons-meg. 
Fy  let  us>  &cf 

And  there  will  be  Juden  M'lawrie, 

And  blinkin  daft  Barbara  M'leg, 
Wi  flae  lugged  fharnyfae'd  Laiarie, 

And  fhangy  mou'd  halucket  Meg. 
And  there  will  be  happcr-ars'd  Nanjy* 

And  fairy-fae'd  Flowrie  by  Name  ; 
Muck  Madie,  and  far  hippit  Grtffy 

The  Lafs  wi'  the  gowden  Wame. 
Fy  kt  us,  &c 
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And  there  will  be  Girn-again-Gibbie, 

With  his  glakit  Wife  Jenny  Belly 
And  mifle-fhin'd  Mungo  M'apie, 

The  Lad  that  was  Skipper  himfcl. 
There  Lads  and  Laffes  in  Pearlings, 

Will  feaft  in  the  Heart  of  the  Ha*, 
On  Sybows,  and  Rifarts,  and  Carlings, 

That  are  baith  fodden  and  raw. 
Fy  let  usy  &c. 

And  there  will  be  Fadges  and  Brachen, 

With  fouth  of  good  Gabbocks  of  Skate, 
Powfowdy,  and  Drammock,  and  Crowdy, 

And  caller  Nowt  Feet  in  a  Plate. 
And  there  will  be  Partans  and  Buckies, 

And  Whytens  and  Speldings  enew, 
Withfinged  Sheep -heads,  and  a  Haggies, 

And  Scadlips  to  fuck  till  ye  fpew. 
Fyletus,  &c. 

And  there  will  be  lapper'd-milk  Kebbucks, 

And  Sowens,  and  Farles,  and  Bap's, 
With  Swats,  and  well  fcraped  Paunches, 

And  Brandy  in  Stoups  and  in  Caps  : 
And  there  will  be  Meal-kail  and  Caftocks, 

With  Skink  to  fup  till  ye  rive, 
And  Roafts  to  roaft  on  a  Brandcr, 

Of  Flowks  that  were  taken  alive. 
Fy  let  us7  &c,  Scrapt 
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Scrapt  Haddocks,  Wilfcs,  Dulfc  and  Tangle, 

And  a  Mill  of  good  Snifhing  to  prie ; 
When  weary  with  eating  and  drinking, 

We'll  rife  up  and  dance  till  we  die. 
■Then fy  let  us  a'  to  the  Bridal, 

For  there  will  be  lilting  there, 
For  ]ockyysto  be  married  to  Maggie, 

The  Lafs  wi  thegowden  Hair. 
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XXXVII. 
The  Toaji. 

COME  lets  ha'e  mair  Wine  in, 
Bacchus  hates  repining, 
V ?nus  loos  nac  dwining, 

Let  s  be  blyth  and  free. 
Away  with  dull,  here  t'ye,  Sir* 
Ye're  Miftrcfs,  Roble^  gi'es  her, 
We'll  drink  her  Health  wi'  pleafure, 
Wha's  belov'd  by  thee. 

Then  let  Teggy  warm  ye, 
That's  a  Lafs  can  charm  ye, 
And  to  Joys  alarm  ye, 

Sweet  is  fhe  to  me. 
Some  Angel  ye  wad  ca'her, 
And  never  wifh  ane  brawer, 
If  ye  bare-headed  faw  her 

Kiltet  to  the  Knee, 
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'Peggy  a  dainty  Lafs  is, 
Come  let's  join  our  Glaffes, 
And  refrefh  our  Haufes 

With  a  Health  to  thee. 
Let  Coofs  their  Cafh  be  clinking, 
Be  Statefmen  tint  in  thinking, 
While  we  with  Love  and  Drinking, 

Give  our  Cares  the  Lie. 
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XXXVIII. 
My  Nanny-O* 

WHILE  fome  for  Pleafure  pawn  their  Health 
Twixt  Lais  and  the  Bagnio, 
I'll  fave  myfelf,  and  without  Health, 
Kifs  and  carefs  my  Nanny-O. 
She  bids  more  fair  t'engage  a  Jove 
Than  Leda  did  for  'Danae-O : 
Were  I  to  paint  the  Queen  of  Love, 
None  elfe  fhould  fit  but  Nanny -O. 

How  joyfully  my  Spirits  rife, 
When  Dancing  fhe  moves  finely— O, 
I  guefs  what  Heaven  is  by  her  Eyes, 
Which  fparkle  fo  divinely— O. 
Attend  my  Vow,  ye  Gods,  while  I 
Breathe  in  the  bleft  Britannia, 
None's  Happinefs  I  fhall  envy, 
As  long's  ye  grant  me  Nanny— 0. 

ChorusJ 
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Chorus. 
My  bonny  ^  bonny  Nanny-O, 
My  lovely  charming  Nanny— O  % 
I  care  not  the?  the  fVorldknow 
How  dearly  I  lo  ve  Nanny— O. 
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XXXIX. 
Maggies  Tocher. 

THE  Meal  was  dear  fhort  fyne, 
We  buckl'd  us  a'  the  gither. 
And  Maggie  was  in  her  Prime, 
When  Willie  made  Courtfhip  till  her: 
Twa  Piftals  charged  beguels, 
To  gie  the  courting  Shot } 
And  fyne  came  ben  the  Lafs,  ■  , 
Wi'  fwats  drawn  frae  the  Butt. 
He  firft  fpeer'd  at  the  Guidman, 
And  fyne  at  Giles  the  Mither, 
An  ye  wad  gi's  a  bit  Land, 
Wee'd  buckle  us  e'en  the  gither. 

My  Daughter  ye  fhall  hae, 
1*11  gi'  you  her  by  the  Hand  * 
But  I'll  part  wi'  my  Wife  by  my  fae, 
Or  I  part  wi'  my  Land. 
Your  Tocher  it  fall  be  good, 
There's  nane  fall  hae  its  maik, 
The  Lafs  bound  in  her  ifoood, 
And  Crummie  who  kens  her  flake : 
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Orpheus  Caledonius. 

With  an  auld  beddcn  o'  claiths, 
Was  left  me  by  my  Mither, 
They're  jet  black  o'er  wi'  flaes, 
Ye  may  cudle  in  them  the  gither. 

Ye  fpeak  right  well,  Guidman, 
But  ye  maun  mend  your  Hand, 
And  think  o*  modefty, 
Gin  ye'll  not  quat  your  Land : 
We  are  but  young,  ye  ken, 
And  now  we're  gawn  the  gither  5 
A  Houfe  is  Butt  and  Benn, 
And  Crummie  will  want  her  Fother. 
The  Bairns  are  coming  on, 
And  they'll  cry,  O  their  Mither ! 
We  have  nouther  Pot  nor  Pan, 
But  four  bare  Legs  the  gither. 

Your  Tocher's  be  good  enough, 
For  that  ye  need  na  fear, 
Twa  good  ftilts  to  the  Pleugh, 
And  ye  your  fell  maun  fteer: 
Ye  fhall  hae  twa  goocbPocks 
That  anes  were  o'  the  Tweel, 
The  t'ane  to  had  the  Grots, 
The  ither  to  had  the  Meal : 
With  ane  auld  kift  made  of  Wands, 
And  that  fall  be  your  Coffer, 
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Wi'  aikcn  woody-bands, 

And  that  may  had  your  Tocher. 

Confidcr  well,  Guidman, 
We  hae  but  borrowed  Gear, 
The  Horfe  that  I  ride  on 
Is  Sandy  JVilfon's  Mare: 
The  Saddle  s  nanc  of  my  ain, 
An  thae's  but  borrowed  Boots, 
And  when  that  I  gae  hame, 
I  maun  take  to  my  Coots : 
The  Cloak  is  Geordy  Watfsy 
That  gars  me  look  fae  croufe ; 
Come  fill  us  a  Cogue  of  Swats, 
Well  make  nae  mair  toom  rufc 

I  like  you  well,  young  Lad, 
For  telling  me  fae  plain, 
I  married  when  little  I  had 
O*  Gear  that  was  my  ain. 
But  fin  that  things  are  fae, 
The  Bride  (he  maun  come  furth, 
Tho'  a'  the  Gear  fhe'll  ha'e, 
It'll  be  but  little  worth. 
A  Bargain  it  maun  be, 
Fy  cry  on  Giles  the  Mither :  \ 
Content  am  I,  quo'  (he, 
E'en  gar  the  Hiflie  come  hither. 


Orpheus  Caledonius. 

rhc  Bride  {he  gadc  till  her  Bed, 
rhe  Bridegroom  he  came  till  her  5 
rhe  Fidler  crap  in  at  the  Fit, 
In  they  cudl'd  it  a'  the  gither. 
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XL. 

W zre  na  my  Hearts  light  I  wad  die. 


THERE  was  an  a  May  and  flic  lo'ed  na  Men, 
She  bigged  her  bonny  Bow'r  down  in  yon 
Glen  > 

But  now  (Tie  cries  dale  and  a-well-a-day, 

Come  down  the  green  Gate,  and  come  here  away. 

When  bonny  young  Johnny  came  over  the  Sea, 
He  faid  he  faw  nathing  fo  bonny  as  me, 
He  haight  me  baith  Rings  and  mony  bra  things, 
And  were  na'  my  Hearts  light  I  wad  die. 

He  had  a  wee  Titty  that  lo'ed  na*  me, 
Becaufe  I  was  twice  as  bonny  as  fhe  > 
She  rais'd  fick  a  Pother  twixt  him  and  his  Mother, 
That  were  na'  my  Hearts  light  I  wad  die. 

The  Day  it  was  fet,  and  the  Bridal  to  be ; 
The  Wife  took  a  Dwalm  and  lay  down  to  die, 
She  main'd  and  fhe  grain'd  out  of  Dollor  and  Pain 
Till  he  vow'd  that  he  ne'er  wou'd  fee  me  again. 

His 
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His  Kin  was  for  ane  of  a  higher  Degree, 
Said,  what  had  he  do  with  the  Likes  of  me? 
Appofe  I  was  bonny,  I  was  na  for  Johnny  i 
And  were  na  my  Hearts  light  I  wad  die. 

They  faid,  I  had  neither  Cow,  nor  Calf, 
Nor  Drops  of  Drink  runs  through  the  Drawfj 
Nor  Pickles  of  Meal  runs  through  the  Mill-Eye : 
And  were  na  my  Hearts  light  I  wad  die. 

The  Maiden  (he  was  baith  wylie  and  flye, 
She  fpy'd  me  as  I  came  o  er  the  Lee ; 
And  then  fhe  ran  in,  and  made  ficfc  a  Din : 
Believe  your  ain  Een,  and  ye  trow  na  me. 

His  Bonnet  flood  ay  fix  round  on  his  Brow, 
His  auld  ane  lookt  ay  as  well  as  his  new  5 
But  now  he  lets't  gang  ony  Gate  it  will  hing, 
And  cafts  himfell  down  on  the  Corn-Bing. 

And  now  he  gaes  drooping  about  the  Dykes, 
And  a'  he  dow  do  is  to  hund  the  Tykes  ; 
The  live-lang  Night  he  ne'er  bows  his  Eye : 
And  were  na  my  Heart's  light  I  wad  die. 
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But  young  for  thee  as  I  ha'  been, 
We  fhou'd  ha'  been  galloping  down  in  yon  Greer 
And  linking  out  o'er  yon  lilly  white  Lee  ; 
And  wow  gin  I  were  young  for  thee. 
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XLI. 
Gallowfhiels. 

AH  the  poor  Shepherd's  mournful  Fate, 
When  doom'd  to  love,  and  doom'd  to  lan- 
guish, 

To  bear  the  fcornful  Fair-One's  Hate, 

Nor  dare  difclofe  his  Anguifh. 
Ye  eager  Looks,  and  dying  Sighs, 

My  fecret  Soul  difcover, 
While  Rapture  trembling  through  mine  Eyes, 

Reveals  how  much  I  love  her. 
The  tender  Glance,  the  red'ning  Check, 

O'erfpread  with  rifing  Blufhes, 
A  thoufand  various  Ways  they  fpeak, 

A  thoufand  various  Wifhcs. 

For  oh!  that  Form  fo  heavenly  fair, 
Thofe  gentle  Eyes  fo  fweetly  fouling, 

That  artlefs  Blufh,  and  modeft  Air, 
So  fatally  beguiling. 
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Thy  every  Look,  and  every  Grace, 

So  charm  whene'er  I  view  thee  5 
'Till  Death  o'ertake  me  in  the  Chace, 

Still  will  my  Hopes  purfue  thee. 
Then  when  my  tedious  Hours  are  paft, 

Be  this  laft  Blefling  given, 
Low  at  thy  Feet  to  breathe  my  laft, 

And  die  in  fight  of  Heaven. 
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XLII. 

There  s  my  Thumb. 

BEtty>  early  gone  a  Maying, 
Met  her  Sweetheart  Willie  ftraying, 
Deftgn,  or  Chance,  no  matter  whether, 
But  this  we  know,  he  reafon'd  with  her. 

Mark,  dear  Maid,  the  Turtles  cooing, 
Fondly  billing,  kindly  wooing, 
See  how  evry  Bufh  difcovers 
Happy  Pairs  of  feather'd  Lovers : 

Or  in  finging,  or  in  loving, 
Every  Moment  ftill  improving  ; 
Love  and  Nature  wifely  leads  'em, 
Love  and  Nature  ne'er  mifguides  'em. 

See,  the  opening,  bluftring  Rofes, 
All  their  fecret  Charms  difclofess 
Sweets  the  Time,  ah!  fhort's  the  Meafure 
Of  their  fleeting,  hafty  Pleafure* 

Quickly 
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Quickly  we  muft  fnatch  the  Blifles, 
Of  their  foft  and  fragrant  Kifles, 
To-day  they  bloom,  they  fade  to-morrow, 
Droop  their  heads,  and  die  in  forrow. 

Time,  my  Befs,  will  leave  no  Traces 
Of  thofe  Beauties,  of  thofe  Graces; 
Youth  and  Love  forbid  our  flaying, 
Love  and  Youth  abhor  delaying. 

Deareft  Maid,  nay,  do  not  fly  me, 
Let  your  Pride  no  more  deny  me : 
Never  doubt  your  faithful  Willie, 
There's  my  Thumb,  I'll  ne'er  beguile  ye. 
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XLIII. 

The  Gaberlunzie-Man. 

TH  E  pawky  auld  Carle  came  o'er  the  Lee, 
Wi'  many  good  E'ens  and  Days  to  me, 
Saying,  Good-wife,  for  your  Courtifie, 

Will  ye  lodge  a  filly  poor  Man  > 
The  Night  was  cauld,  the  Carle  was  war, 
And  down  ayont  the  Ingle  he  fat ; 
My  Daughter's  Shoulders  he  'gan  to  clap, 
And  cadgily  ranted  and  fang. 

O  wow !  quo'  he,  were  I  as  free, 
As  firfl:  when  I  faw  this  Country, 
How  blyth  and  merry  wad  I  be ! 

And  I  wad  never  think  lang. 
He  grew  canty,  and  fhe  grew  fain  > 
But  little  did  her  auld  Minny  ken 
What  thir  flee  twa  togither  were  fay'n, 

When  wooing  they  were  fae  thrang. 
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And  O !  quo*  he,  ami  ye  were  as  black, 
As  e'er  the  Crown  of  my  Dady's  Hat, 
Tis  I  wad  lay  thee  by  my  Back, 

And  awa'  wi'  me  thou  fhou'd  gang. 
And  O !  quo*  {he,  ann  I  were  as  white, 
As  e'er  the  Snaw  Jay  on  the  Dike, 
I'd  dead  me  braw,  and  lady-like, 

And  awa'  with  thee  I'd  gang. 

Between  the  twa  was  made  a  Plot ; 
They  raife  a  wee  before  the  Cock, 
And  wylily  they  (hot  the  Lock, 

And  faft  to  the  Bent  are  they  ganc. 
Up  in  the  Morn  the  auld  Wife  raife, 
And  at  her  Lcifure  pat  on  her  Claife  * 
Syne  to  the  Servant's  Bed  fhe  gaes, 

To  fpecr  for  the  filly  poor  Man. 

She  gaed  to  the  Bed  where  the  Beggar  lay, 
The  Strae  was  cauid,  he  was  away, 
She  clapt  her  hands,  cry'd,  Waladay, 

For  fome  of  our  Gear  will  be  gane. 
Some  ran  to  Coffers,  and  fome  to  Kifts, 
But  nought  was  ftown  that  cou'd  be  mift, 
She  dane'd  her  lane,  cry'd,  Praife  be  bled, 

I  have  lodg'd  a  leal  poor  Man. 
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Since  nathing's  a\va%  as  we  can  learn, 
The  Kirns  to  Kirn,  and  Milk  to  Earn, 
Gae  butt  the  Houfe,  Lafs,  and  waken  my  Bairn, 

And  bid  her  come  quickly  ben. 
The  Servant  gade  where  the  Daughter  lay, 
The  Sheets  was  cauld,  (he  was  away5 
And  faft  to  her  good  Wife  can  fay, 

She's  aff  with  the  Gaberlunzie-Man* 

O  fy  gar  ride,  and  fy  gar  rin, 

And  hafte  ye  find  thefe  Traitors  again ; 

For  file's  be  burnt,  and  he  s  be  (lain, 

The  wearifu  Gaberlunzie-Man. 
Some  rade  upo'  Horfe,  fome  ran  a  fit. 
The  Wife  was  wood,  and  out  o'  her  Wit* 
She  cou'd  na'  gang,  nor  yet  cou'd  (he  fir, 

But  ay  fhe  curs'd  and  fhe  ban'd. 

Mean  time  far  hind  out  o'er  the  Lee, 

!Fu  fnug  in  a  Glen,  where  nane  cou'd  fee, 

The  twa,  with  kindly  Sport  and  Glee, 

Cut  frae  a  new  Cheefe  a  whang : 
jThe  Priving  was  good,  it  pleas'd  them  baith, 
To  lo'e  her  for  ay,  he  ga'e  her  his  aith  5 
Quo'  fhe,  to  leave  thee  I  will  be  laith, 

My  winfome  Gaberlunzie-Man, 
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O  ken'd  my  Minny  I  were  wi*  you, 
1*11  fardly  wad  (he  crook  her  mou, 
Sic  a  poor  Man  fhe'd  never  trow, 

After  the  Gabcrlunzie-Man. 
My  Dear,  quo'  he,  ye're  yet  o'er  young, 
And  ha'  na'  lcarn'd  the  Beggars  Tongue, 
To  follow  me  frae  Town  to  Town, 

And  carry  the  Gabcrlunzie  on. 

Wi'  cauk  and  keel  I'll  win  your  Bread, 

And  Spindles  and  Whorles  for  them  wha'  need, 

Whilk  is  a  gentle  Trade  indeed, 

To  carry  the  Gaberlunzie-O. 
I'll  bow  my  Leg,  and  crook  my  Knee, 
And  draw  a  black  Clout  o'er  my  Eye, 
A  Cripple  or  Blind  they  will  ca'  me, 

While  we  (hall  be  merry,  and  fing. 
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XLIV. 

The  Collier  s  bonny  Lajfie. 

THE  Collier  has  a  Daughter, 
And  O  file's  wonder  bonny, 
A  Laird  he  was  that  fought  her, 

Rich  baith  in  Lands  and  Money : 
The  Tutors  watch'd  the  Motion, 

Of  this  young  honeft  Lover  ; 
But  Love  is  like  the  Ocean ; 
Wha  can  its  Depth  difcover ! 

He  had  the  Art  to  pleafe  ye, 

And  was  by  a'  refpe&ed  5 
His  Airs  fat  round  him  eafy, 

Genteel,  but  unaffe&ed. 
The  Collier's  bonny  Laflic, 

lair  as  the  new-blown  Lillie, 
Ay  fweet,  and  never  fauey, 

Sccur'd  the  Heart  of  Willy. 
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He  lov'd  beyond  Expreflion 

The  Charms  that  were  about  her  > 

And  panted  for  PofTcflion, 

His  Life  was  dull  without  her. 

After  mature  Refolving, 

Clofe  to  his  Bread  he  held  her i 

In  faftcft  Flames  diflblving, 
He  tenderly  thus  tcll'd  her. 

My  bonny  Collier's  Daughter, 

Ler  natning  difcompofe  ye, 
?Tis  no  your  fcanty  Tocher 

Shall  ever  gar  me  loie  ye  : 
For  1  have  Gear  in  plenty, 

And  Love  fays,  'tis  my  Duty 
To  ware  what  Heaven  has  lent  me. 

Upon  your  Wit  and  Beauty. 
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XLV. 

7%e  Bob  of  Dumblane. 

LASSIE,  lend  me  your  braw  hemp  Heckle, 
And  I'll  lend  you  my  thripling  Kamej 
For  fainnefs,  Deary,  I'll  gar  ye  keckle, 
If  ye'll  go  dance  the  Bob  ofDumblane. 

Hafte  ye,  gang  to  the  Ground  of  ye*r  Trunkies, 
Busk  ye  braw  and  dinna  think  fhame ; 

Confider  in  time,  if  leading  of  Monkies 

Be  better  than  Dancing  the  Bob  of 'Dumblane. 

Be  frank,  my  Laflie,  left  I  grow  fickle, 
And  take  my  Word  and  Offer  again, 

Syne  ye  may  chance  to  repent  it  mickle, 
Ye  did  nae  accept  of  the  Bob  of  Dumblane. 

The  Dinner,  the  Piper  and  Prieft  (hall  be  ready, 
And  I'm  grown  dowy  with  lying  my  lane  j 

Away  then,  leave  baithMinny  and  Dady, 
And  try  with  me  the  Bob  of  Dumblane. 
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7*he  Carle  came  der  the  Croft. 

THE  Carle  he  came  o'er  the  Croft, 
And  his  Beard  new  fhav'n, 
He  glowr'd  at  me's  gin  he'd  been  daft, 

The  Carle  trows  that  Til  ha'e  him. 
Howt  awa  1  wonna  hde  him% 
Na  forfooth  Vll  no  ha'e  him, 
New  Hofe.  and  his  new  Shoon, 
And  his  Beard  new  fhav'n. 

He  gae  to  me  a  Pair  of  Shoon, 

And  his  Beard  new  fhav'n, 
He  bad  me  dance  till  they  ware  done, 

The  Carle  trows  that  111  ha'e  him. 
Howt  awa,  &c. 

He  ga'e  to  me  a  Pair  of  Gloves,  % 

And  his  Beard  new  fhav'n, 
He  bad  me  ftretch  them  on  my  Loofs, 

The  Carle  trows  that  I'll  ha'e  him. 
Howt  awa,  &c. 
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He  ga'e  to  me  an  Ell  of  Lace, 

And  his  Beard  new  fiiav  n, 
He  bad  me  wear  the  Highland  Drefs, 

The  Carle  trows  that  Til  ha'e  him. 
Howt  awa>  &c. 

He  ga'e  to  me  a  Harn  Sark, 
And  his  Beard  new  fhav'n  j 

He  faid  he'd  kifs  me  in  the  dark, 
For  that  he  trows  that  I'll  ha'e  him. 

Howt  aw  a  I  maun  hde  him> 
I  forfooth  Til  e'en  ha'e  him> 

New  Hofe  and  his  new  Shoon, 
And  his  Beard  new  fhav'n. 
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XLVIL 
O'er  Boggie* 

I Will  awa'  with  my  Love, 
I  will  awa  wi'  her, 
Tho'  a'  my  Kin  had  fworn  and  faid, 

I  will  awa'  wi'  her. 
til  o'er  Boggte,  oer  Scroggie, 

O'er  Boggie  wi  her, 
The>  a*  my  Kin  had  fworn  and  faid, 
I  will  away  wt  her. 

If  I  can  get  but  her  Confent, 

I  dinna  care  a  Strae, 
Tho'  ilka  ane  be  difcontent, 

Awa'  wi'  her  Til  gae. 
77/  o'er  Boggie,  See. 

Por  now  fhe's  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart, 
And  wordy  of  my  Hand, 

And  well  I  wat  we  fhanna'  part, 
For  Siller  or -for  Land. 

I'll  oer  Boggie,  &c. 
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Let  Rakes  delyte  to  fwear  and  drinks 
And  Bcaus  admire  fine  Lacc> 

tut  my  chief  Pleafure  is  to  blink, 
On  Bettf  s  bonny  Face. 

Ill  o'er  Boggle,  &€. 

There  a*  the  Beauties  do  combine, 
Of  Colour,  Treats,  and  Air  ; 

The  Saul  that  fparkles  in  her  Een* 
Makes  her  a  Jewel  rare. 

IUI  o'er  Boggle,  &c. 

Her  flowing  Wit  gives  mining  Life 

To  a*  her  other  Charms ; 
How  bleft  I'll  be  when  fhe's  my  Wife* 

And  lockt  up  in  my  Arms. 
I'll  o'er  Boggle,  &c* 

There  blythly  will  I  rant  and  fing^ 
While  o*er  her  Sweets  I  range  5 

I'll  cry,  Your  humble  Servant,  King,' 
Shamefa'  them  that  wa'd  change. 

1HI  o'er  Boggle,  &c. 
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A  Kifs  of  Betty,  and  a  Smile, 

Abect  ye  wad  lay  down, 
The  Right  ye  ha'c  to  Britain*  Iflc, 

And  offer  nic  yeV  Crown. 

77/  o'er  Boggie,  o'er  Scroggie, 

O'er  Boggie  wP  her  > 
Tho  a  my  Kin  had  faorn>  and  faid, 

I  will  azva  wt  her. 
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XLVIII. 
T'he  Lafs  of  Livingfton. 

PAin'd  with  her  flighting  Jamie's  Love, 
Bell  dropt  a  Tear,  Bell  dropt  a  Tear ; 

The  Gods  defcended  from  above, 

Well  pleas'd  to  hear,  well  pleas'd  to  hear : 

They  heard  the  Praifes  of  the  Youth 

From  her  own  Tongue — from  her  own  Tongue  i 
Who  now  converted  was  to  Truth, 

And  thus  fhe  Fung,  and  thus  fhe  fung. 

Bleft  Days !  when  our  ingenious  Sex, 

More  frank  and  kind,  more  frank  and  kind, 

Did  not  their  lov'd  Adorers  vex, 

But  fpoke  their  mind, — but  fpokc  their  mind. 
Repenting  now,  fhe  promis'd  fair, 

Wou'd  he  return,  wou'd  he  return, 

She  ne'er  again  wou'd  give  him  Care, 

Or  caufe  him  mourn,  or  caufe  him  mourn. 


Why 


lo8      Orpheus  Caledonius. 

Why  lov'd  I  thee,  deferring  Swain, 

Yet  ftill  thought  (hame, — yet  n ill  thought  (hamc, 
When  he  my  yielding  Heart  did  gain, 

To  own  my  Flame, — to  own  my  Flame  > 
Why  took  I  pleafurc  to  torment, 

And  feem  too  coy, — and  feem  too  coy  ? 
Which  majces  me  now  alas  lament 

My  flighted  Joy,— my  flighted  Joy, 

Ye  Fair,  while  Beauty's  in  its  Spring, 

Own  your  Dcfirc, — own  your  Defirc  i 
While  Love's  young  Power  with  his  foft  Wing 

Fans  up  the  Fire, — fans  up  the  Fire. 
O  do  not,  with  a  filly  Pride, 

Or  low  Dcfign, — or  low  Defign, 
Rcfufe  to  be  a  happy  Bride, 

But  anlwcr  plain, — but  anfwer  plain. 

Thus  the  fair  Mourner  wail'd  her  Crime, 

With  flowing  Eyes, — with  flowing  Eyes  : 
Glad  Jamie  heard  her  all  the  time, 

With  fwect  Surprize, — with  fweet  Surprize. 
Some  God  had  led  him  to  the  Grove, 

His  Mind  unchang'd, — his  Mind  unchang'd  ; 
flew  to  her  Arms,  and  cry'd^  My  Love, 

I  am  reveng'd,—!  am  reveng'd, 
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XLIX. 

William  and  Margaret. 

)rTT^WAS  at  the  filent  Midnight-Hour, 
JL      When  all  were  faft  afleep ; 

Jn  glided  Margaret's  grimly  Ghoft, 
And  flood  at  William's  Feet, 

Her  Face  was  like  an  April  Morn, 

Clad  in  a  wintry  Cloud  : 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lilly  Hand, 

That  held  her  fable  Shroud. 

SoThall  the  faireft  Face  appear, 

When  Youth  and  Years  are  flown: 

Such  is  the  Robe  that  Kings  muft  wear, 
When  Death  has  reft  their  Crown. 

Her  Bloom  was  like  the  fpringing  Flower, 

That  ftps  the  filver  Dew  : 
The  Rofe  was  budded  in  her  Cheek, 

Juft  opening  to  the  View. 
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But  Love  had,  like  the  Canker- Worm, 

Confum'd  her  early  Prime  : 
The  Rofe  grew  pale,  and  left  her  Cheek, 

She  dy'd  before  her  Time. 

Awake!  fhe  cry'd,  thy  true  Love  calls, 
Come  from  her  midnight  Grave : 

Now  let  thy  Pity  hear  the  Maid, 
Thy  Love  refund  to  fave, 

This  is  the  dumb  and  dreary  Hour, 
When  injur'd  Ghotts  complain; 

When  yawning  Graves  give  up  their  Dead, 
To  haunt  the  faithlcfs  Man. 

Bethink  thee,  William,  of  thy  Fault, 
Thy  Pledge,  and  broken  Oath  : 

And  give  me  back  my  maiden  Vow, 
And  give  me  back  my  Troth. 

Why  did  you  promife  Love  to  me, 

And  not  that  Promife  keep  \ 
Why  did  you  fwear  my  Eyes  were  bright, 

Yet  leave  thofe  Eyes  to  weep  ? 

How  could  you  fay  my  Face  was  fair, 

And  yet  that  Face  forfake  \ 
How  could  you  win  my  virgin  Heart, 

Yet  leave  that  Heart  to  break  .> 
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Why  did  you  fay  my  Lip  was  fweet, 

And  made  the  Scarlet  pale? 
And  why  did  I,  young,  witlefs  Maid, 

Believe  the  flattering  Tale  ? 

That  Face,  alas !  no  more  is  fair, 

Thofe  Lips  no  longer  red  : 
Dark  are  my  Eyes,  now  clos'd  in  Deaths 

And  every  Charm  is  fled. 

The  hungry  Worm  my  Sifter  is  $ 

This  Winding-Sheet  I  wear  : 
And  cold  and  weary  lafts  our  Night, 

"Till  that  laft  Morn  appear, 

But  hark !  the  Cock  has  warn'd  me  hence  : 

A  lon^  and  laft  Adieu ! 
Come,  fee,  falfe  Man,  how  low  fhe  lies, 

Who  dy'd  for  love  of  you. 

The  Lark  fung  loud,  the  Morning  fmil'd, 

And  rais'd  her  glittering  Head  : 
Pale  William  quak'd  in  every  Limb, 

And  raving  left  his  Bed. 

He  hy'd  him  to  the  fatal  Place 

Where  Margaret's  Body  lay, 
And  ftretch'd  him  on  the  grafs-green  Turf, 

That  wrapt  her  breathlefs  Clay, 

And 
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And  thrice  he  cali'd  on  Margaret 's  Name, 
And  thrice  he  wept  full  fore, 

Then  laid  his  Cheek  to  her  cold  Grave, 
And  Word  fpoke  never  more. 
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WHEN  Trees  did  bud,  and  Fields  were  green, 
And  Broom  bloom'd  fair  to  fee  > 
When  Mary  was  compleat  Fifteen, 

And  Love  laugh'd  in  her  Eye  ; 
Blyth  Davie's  Blinks  her  Heart  did  move, 

To  fpeak  her  Mind  thus  free, 
Gang  down  the  Burn,  Davie,  Lo  ve, 
And  I  {ball  follo  w  thee. 

Now  Davie  did  each  Lad  furpafs, 

That  dwelt  on  this  Burn-fide, 
And  Mary  was  the  bonnieft  Lafs, 

Juft  meet  to  be  a  Bride  5 
Her  Cheeks  were  rofy,  red  and  white, 

Her  Een  were  bonny  blue  ; 
Her  Looks  were  like  Aurora  bright, 

Her  Lips  like  dropping  Dew. 

As  down  the  Burn  they  took  their  way, 

What  tender  Tales  they  faid  ! 
His  Cheek  to  hers  he  aft  did  lay, 

And  with  her  Bofom  play'd  5 

Voi,.  L  <i  Till 
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Till  baith  at  length  impatient  grown, 

To  be  mair  fully  bleft, 
In  ;oncier  Vale  they  leandthem  down* 

Love  only  faw  the  reft. 

What  pafs'd,  I  guefs,  was  harmlefs  Play, 

And  naithjng  fure  unmeet ; 
For  ganging  hame,  I  heard  him  fay, 

They  lik'd  a  wa'k  fae  fweet ; 
And  that  they  aften  fhoud  return, 

Sic  Pleafure  to  renew. 
Quoth  Mary  y  Love,  I  like  the  Burn> 

And  ay  fhall  follow  you. 
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